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1071  CROWNE’S  (John)  Plays.  Juliana, or  the  Prirwjess 
of  Poland,  a Tragi-Comedie  acted  at  the  Duke  o/ 
Sl>  York’s  Theatre,  1671.— Charles  Vlll.of  France, 
'fj  or  the  Invasion  of  Naples  by  the  French,  1672. — 
Tiie  Country  Wit,  a Comedie,l675. — Andromache, 
T a Tragedy,  as  it  was  acted  at  the  Duke’s  Theatre, 
1675. — Calista,  or  the  Chaste  Nyinphe,  a Masque, 
*.  r\  as  presented  by  several  Persons  of  Quality,  1675. 
V>v  —City  Politiques,  a Comedy,  1683. — The  Ambi- 
v , tious  Statesman,  or  Loyal  Favourite,  1679. — The 
C Misery  of  Civil  war,  a Tragedy,  as  acted  at  the 
\ Duke's  Theatre,  first  edition,  1680.— Henry 
8^  VI.,  the  Second  Part,  or  The  Misery  of  Civil  War, 
' 1681. — Thyestes,  a Tragedy,  1681.— Sir  Courtly 
Mice,  or,  It  cannot  be,  a Comedy,  1685. — Darius, 
. King  of  Persia,  a Tragedy,  1688.— The  English 

'SN  Fiiar,  or  the  Town  Sparks,  a Comedy,  J690. — 

\S5  Regulus,  1894. — The  Married  Beau,  1694. — Cali- 
Cj  * gula,  a Tragedy,  1698,  together  16  pieces,  4to. 
sewed , "21.  2s. 
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CT( ')  his  (frace  the  T>u\ e of  O R M O M D,  Lord' 
Steward  of  His  Majeflies  Houfoold>  Chancel" 
lor  of  the  Vniverfuy  of  Oxford,  Kjiight  of 
the  JVM  Sfobie  Order  of  the  (farter  3 <3cc. 

Maty  it  pleafe  your  Grace , 

THis  Comedy  was  Written  by  the  Sacred  Command  of  our  late  moft 
Excellent  King,  of  ever  bleffed  and  beloved  Memory.  I had  the  great 
good  Fortune  to  pleafe  Him  often  at  His  Court  in  my  Mafque,  on  the 
Stage  in  Tragedies  and  Comedies,  and  fo  to  advance  my  felf  in  his 
good  opinion  } an  Honour  may  render  a wifer  Man  than  I vain  *,  for  I believe 
he  had  more  equals  in  extent  of  Dominions,  than  of  Underftanding.  The  great- 
eft  pleafure  he  had  from  the  Stage  was  in  Comedy,  and  he  often  Commanded 
me  to  Write  it, and  lately  gave  me  a Spanijh  Play  call’d  No  Puedefer  Or , It  cannot  Be . 
out  of  which  1 took  part  o’  theName,  and  defign  o’  this.  I receiv’d  the  Employ- 
ment as  a great  Honour,  becaufe  it  was  difficult  ^ requiring  no  ordinary  skill  and 
pains  to  build  a li*le  Shallop,  fit  only  for  the  Spanift  South  Seas,  into  an  Engltfh 
Ship  Royal } but  I believe  my  felf  able  for  the  Work,  becaufe  he  thought  fo,  who 
under  flood  me  ancftll  Men,  better  than  1 only  knew  my  felf,  encourag’d  by  a Roy- 
al judgment  that  never  was  miftaken,  l have  attained  a fuccefs  I never  fhould 
have  met  with,  had  I only  followed  my  own  feeble.  Genius,  which  often  deceives 
me.  That  1 may  enjoy  the  little  fortune  I have  got  with  the  better  reputation, 
and  not  rambfe  the  World  like  a bold  outlaw,  obferving  none  but  my  felf,  I 
make  this  humble  Application  to  your  Grace.  1 am  fure  all  the  World  will  ap- 
prove my  dpi  ce.  I cannot  be  guilty  of  Flattery  if  I would  \ nor  flander  Wit 
( if  I had  any  ) by  fulfomeand  wanton  Paintings.  Here  will.be  no  Tryal  of  skill 
how  1 can  praife,  Mature  has  done  it  to  my  Hands,  and  devis’d  nnd  expos’d  finer 
Ideas,  than  I am  able  to  Tranflate.  A gracefulnefs  of  Perfon,  excellence  of  Un- 
derftanding, largenefs  of  Heart,  a Loyalty,  Gallantry,  Integrity,  Humility,  and 
many  Qualities  above  my  defcription,  Fortune  alfo  has  been  more  wife  than  ufual, 
fhe  frequently  honours  and  enriches  others  to  her  own  difgrace — pbut  here  She 
fhares  in  the  Praife, and  Commends  her  own  Wifdom,  in  what  She  beftows  on 
your  Grace.  She  has  advanc’d  Honour  in  Advancing  you,  Titles, Greatnefs  and 
Command  may  be  proud,  they  have  attained  you.  Wealth  has  a value  in  your 
Hands.  ’Tis  no  vile  pardon,  poor  flatterer,  fervile  Lackque,  wretched  Prifoner^ 
but  excellent  Minifter  of  a juft  wife  and  liberal  Prince,  ffiou’d  I mention  all  the 
Qualities,  that  have  long  gained  you  the  higheft  Honours  from  Prince  and  Peo- 
ple^ I fhould  rather  feem  to  defcribe  a Proyince  then  a Man  •,  for  what  fingle  Pro- 
vince can  afford  what  are  at  once  in  your  Grace,  a General,  a Statefman,  a Cour- 
tier, andall  in  perfedion  ^ and  which  israrein  fuch  company,  a Martyr.  What 
has  your  Grace  both  done  and  fuffered,  for  our  Religion,  Lav/s,  Liberties  and 
Honour?  And  not  only  in  the  former  times  of  Rebellion,  but  the  latter  of  Con- 
fufion?  When  the  pretended  Prot  eft  ants  of  the  times,  out  of  their  Zeal  againft  all 
P^^Dodrines,  ablior’d  you  for  adhering  to  good  Works. 
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The  Epifik  Dedicatory . 

As  an  Englijh-man,  lam  bound  in  juftice,  to  pay  you  all  the  Honours  lean. 
You  have  been  an  Ornament,  and  fupport  to  the-Crown  and  Church  of  England^ 
both  in  your  Perfon  and  Pofterity.  Many  great  Men  no  doubt  have  fprung 
from  your  example,  but  none  equalling  thofe  defeended  from  your  felf.  The 
late  brave  Earl  of  OJfery,  advanced  the  Honour  of  our  Nation,  both  by  Sea  and 
Land.  ’ris  hard  to  fay  in  which  Element  he  made  us  moft  renown’d,  and  for 
which  Virtue.  He  was  no  more  to  be  vanquifhed  by  falhiood  thanTear  j Loy- 
alty, Fidelity,  and  Gallantry,  are  Virtues  infeperable  from  the  Houfe  of  Ormond } 
we  find  e’m  in  every  branch  of  it,  and  at  all  feafons.  The  Earl  of  Arran,  At- 
tacked in  the  late  days  of  Confufion,  a Bloody,  Popular,  and  Formidable  Error 
in  its  Camp,  Fortified  and  Defended  by  all  the  ftrength  of  England } and  for 
ever  fecurM  his  own,  and  fo  much  of  the  Publick  reputation  as  was  entruftec! 
to  him  \ managing  that  charge  with  the  fame  Wifdom,  Juftice,  and  Fidelity 
he  has  done  the  Kingdom  of  Ireland , and  many  other  great  Commands,  for 
the  Honour  and  Service  of  the  King.  In  the  Young  Earl  of  OJfery  we  have 
great  afiiirances,  the  Grandfather  and  Father  fhall  live  in  him,  and  receive  the 
lafi:  rewards  of  Virtue  Men  are  capable  of  in  this  World,  to  have  their  Honour 
and  Happinefs  extend  beyond  their  own  beings.  And  herein  the  Hiftory  of 
your  Grace  feems  a Comment  on  the  Fifth  Commandment  T_ve  always 
Honoured  the  Father  of  your  Country,  and  your  Days  of  Honour  continue 
" long  in  the  Land,  in  your  own  Perfon,  and  your  Illuftriou^  Race.  A ufeful 
Prefident  to  England . 

That  I may  approve  my  felf  an  honeft  and  grateful  Englijh-man , is'  one  rea- 
fon  of  my  Addrefsf  I have  alfo  other  obligations  on  me.  • Your  Grace  has 
been  a Princely  patron  and  encourager  of  Poetry  *,  a Pleafant  but Tarren  Coun- 
try where  my  Genius  and  Inclination  has  call  me.  I am  entangled?  mong  the 
inclinations  of  it,  though  it  affords  nothing  but  a good  Ayre,  aTtfPYain  Re- 
putation, and  we  muft  climb  for  it,  and  fhall  mils  it  too,  if  envy  or  ill  nature 
can  hinder  us.  There  were  no  living,  if  fome  great  Men  elevated  not  only  in 
Quality  but  underftanding  above  the  reft  of  the  World,  did  not  Proted  us  from 
tfefe  Barbarians , becaufe  they  know  us.  I befeech  your  Grace  thengive  me  leave 
to  pay  my  Duty  to  you.  Many  and  great  ^re  your  Revenues  in  Honour,  in 
the  Camp,  the  Court,  the  Church,  and  the  whole  Common-wealth  of  Learning, 
The  Poet  may  be  employed  as  well  as  the  Hiftoriany  I have  made  but  a fmall 
Colledion,  but  I have  put  it  in  hands  that  I hope  will  not  foon  embezle  it.  This 
Comedy  has  rais’d  it  felf  fuch  a fortune  in  the  World,  I believe  it  will  not  foon 
run  away.  Give  it  leave  to  Honour  it  felf  with  your  great  Name,  and  me 
with  the  Title  of, 

May  it  fleafe  yonr  Grace, 

Tour  Graces  mofi 

Humble  and 

Obedient  Servant . 

John  Crown.' 
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■Hat  are  the  Charmes,  by  which  thefe  happy 


(Ifles 


Hence  gain’d  Heaven’s  brighteft  and  eternal 


What  Nation  upon  Earth  befides  our  own. 

But  by  a lofs  like  ours  had  been  undone  ? 

Ten  Ages  fcarce  fucli  Royal  worths  difplay 
As  England  loft,  and  found  in  one  ftrange  Day. 
One  hour  in  forrow  and  confufion  hurld, 

And  ' ’ e next  the  envy  of  the  World. 

Nay  we  are  bleft,  in  fpite  of  us  ’tis  known, 
Heavens  choice  for  Us  was  better  than  our  own. 
To  flop  the  bleffings  that  oreflow  this  day, 

What  heaps  o’  Rogues  we  pild  up  in  the  way  ? 

We  chofe  fit  tooles  againft  all  good  to  drive, 

T1  'fawcieft,  lewdeft,  Proteftants  alive. 

They  wou’d  have  form’d  a blefled  Church  indeed. 
Upon  a Turn  coate  DoiStor’s  lying  Creed. 

To  know  if  e’re  he  took  Degree  is  hard, 

’Tis  thought  he’l  have  on  in  the  Falace  Yard, 

Plot  fwal  lowers  fure  will  Drink  no  more  fluff  down. 
From  that  foul  Pitcher  when  his  Ears  are  gone. 

Let  us  rely  on  Confcience,  not  on  Cheats^ 

On  Heavens  wifdom,  not  on  Juglers  feats. 

How  greatly  Heaven  has  our  great  lofs  fupplyed  ? 
’Tis  no  fmall  Vertue  heales  a Wound  fo  wide. 


The  Prologue., 

Kay  in  fo  little  time  to  reer  our  Head, 

To  our  own  wonder,  and  our  Neighbours  dread. 
They  fee  that  Valour  Crown'd  with  regal  Power, 
They  ofthave  feen  what  Lawrels  Crown'd  before. 
Verfe  is  too  narrow  for  fo  Great  a Name, 

Far  founding  Seas  hourly  repeat  His  Fame. 

Our  Neighbours  vanquifh'd  Fleets  ofc  wafted  o're, 
His  Name  to  theirs  and  many  a trembling  Shore ; ? 
And  we  may  go  by  His  great  Condu<5t  led 
As  far  in  Fame  as  our  Forefathers  did. 

At  home  he  milder  ways  to  Glory  chofe, 

God  like,  by  Patience  he  fubdued  his  Foes; 

Now  they  and  their  defigns  are  Ruined  all, 

Beneath  their  fallen,  accurft,  Excluding  Wall. 
Thefe  are  not  all  the  bleflings  of  this  Ifle, 

Heaven  on  our  Nation  in  a Queen  does  fmile. 
Whofe  Vertue’s  Grace  by  Beauty  fhine  fo  bright, 
All  the  Fair  Sex  to  Vertue  She’l  invite; 

And  all  the  Clouds  turn  to  a glorious  Day, 

By  that  Illuftrious  paire’s  united  ray,  * \ 

Who  both  Reform  and  Grace  Us  by  their  fway. 


Epilogue. 


Epilogue. 

' *'  Is  a hard  Cafe , an  Audience  now  to  pleafe , 
For  every  Pallafs  fpoy’  Id  with  fame  Difeafe. 
Poor  Flays  as  faji  as  Women  now  decay, 

They'r  feldom  card  for  after  the  firjl  day  ; 

How  often  have  I beard  true  wit  call’d  fluff, 

By  Men  with  nothing  in  their  Brains  hut  Snuff  ? 
Each  Shante  Sparf,  that  can  the  Faflhion  hit , 

Place  his  Hat  thus , role  full  Forfooths  a Wit  ■ 

And  thinks  his  Cloaths  allows  him  judge  op  it. 

The  City  Gallant,  the  Exchange  being  done , 

Takes  Sword  at  Temple-Bar  which  Nice  fluck  on. 
Comes  here  and  paff.es  for  a Beaugarzoon. 

Audacious  Vizards  too,  fo  fafi  do  grow , 

Tou  hardly  can  the  Virtuous  from  ’em  know. 

Hay  Parents  now  not  likely  can  endure , 

Their  Childrens  faults,  but  what  is  worfe  procure. 
Of  Old  the  Mother  full  of  Parent  fway , 

Kept  Mips  a V offal  to  her  work  all  day  ; 

And  to  the  Wooing  Spark  Mifs  was  not  brought, 

But  fome  fine  Golden  thing  her  wheedle  wrought  : 
Now  you  (hall  meet  young  Lady  and  her  Mother , 
Rambling  in  Hackny -Coaches  mafqu’t  together  $ 

Yes,  and  to  fay  the  truth,  to  work  they  go, 

Fine  work  but fuch  as  they  will  never  fhew. 

%)nlefs  fome  Nott  to  draw  a Fool  to  Wed , 

And  then  he  finds  Mifs  rare  at  work  a Bed. 

But  the  Car  and  Randevouz  is  kept  of  late, 

ExaSt  at  Nine,  hard  by  o’re  Chocolate, 

Sad 


Epilogue. 

Sad  fate , that  all  the  Chrijlian  Youth  otb'  Nation 
Should  be  oblig’d  to  jews  for  Procreation. 

Nay , what  is  worfe , that's , if  reports  be  true,  - 
Many  a Chrifrian  Gallant  there  turns  Jew  ; 

That  is,  fo  oft  fome  rotten  Strumpet  plyes  him. 
The  Chirurgtons  forc’t  at  loft  to  Circumcife  him. 

Our  Bndges-itreec  is  grown  a Strumpet  Fair, 

Where  higling  Bawds  do  Palmb  their  rotten  Ware. 
'There  Fowler  like  the  watching  Gallant  Pores 
Behind  his  Glove , to  get  a [hot  at  Whores  ; 

And  from  his  tongue  lets  f efuch  charming  Words , 
That  Jlrait  he  carries  off  the  wounded  Birds. 
Another  waits  above  in  the  great  Room, 

TiU  a new  Cargozoon  if  Strumpets  come. 

There  by  three  Glajfes  plac’t  the  AffePled  Dunce, 
APIs  you  Four  Courtly-Nices  all  at  once-, 

Our  Gallery s too , were  finely  us'd  of  late. 

Where  roof  ing  Mafques  fat  cackling  for  a Mate. 
They  came  not  to  fee  Plays  but  apt  their  own. 

And  had  throng'd  Audiences  when  we  had  none. 

Our  Plays  it  was  impoffible  to  hear, 

The  honefl  Country  Men  were  forc't  to  fwear  : 
Confound  yon,  give  your  bawdy  prating  o' re , 

Or  "Zounds fide  fling  yon  i'  the  Pit,  you  bawling  Whore- 
Thh  Comedy  throws  all  that  lewdnefs  down , 

For  Virtuous  Liberty  is  pleas’d  alone  : 

Promotes  the  Stage  to  th ' ends  at  firff  deffgn'd, 

As  well  to  profit,  as  delight  the  Mind. 
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&\x  Courtly  flut 


O R, 

It  Cannot  Be. 
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Enter  at  fever al  ~Doorr  Leonora  and  Violante.' 
Scene , Lord  Bellguard’s  Houfe. 

Leo.  “Ik  M Y Dear — ( they  embrace) 

Vio.  My  Dear,  how  is  it  with  thee  ? What  amendment 
in  thy  Brothers  humour,  and  thy  condition  ? 

Leo.  None. 

Vio.  Oh  ! thou  break’ll  my  heart,  for  I love  him  extreamly,  and  am,  I think, 
as  well  belov’d  by  him  j but  whiPit  he  has  this  Difeafe  upon  him  fo  mortal  to  Li- 
berty, dare  venture  on  him  no  more,  than  if  he  had  the  Plague,  or  any  other 
Di  Hem  per  dangerous  to  Life.  For  what  is  life  without  Liberty  ? To  be  his 
Wife  is  worfe  than  to  be  a Ghofl,  for  that  walks  and  enjoys  a little  chat  fome- 
times,  but  1 mu  ft  be  laid  by  a Conjurer  call’d  a Husband  for  my  whole  life,  I 
would  not  be  a Queen  on  the  tearms , no  nor  on  any  tear  ms,  becaufe  a Queen 
is  confin’d  to  Forms,  fo  fond  am  I of  Liberty  } but  next  to  that  I love  your 
Brother  ; I wou’d  give  all  the  World  to  cure  him,  is  there  no  way  ? 


Leo,  None  that  I know  off. 


B 


Vio . Muft 


'our\  ^ 

Fto.  Mutt  we  then  be  for  ever  unhappy,  I in  the  lofs  of  him, and  you  in  Eternal 

Slavery  f ' 

Leo.  I might  have  Liberty,  but  on  fueh  tearms 

Fto.  What  Tearms?  , . c-  r.w*/v  N:c. 

Leo.  Marriage  with  fuch  a Coxcomb,  you  know  him—  Sn  Courtly  Aw, 

F io.  A tempting  Man,  he  has  a vaft  eftate. 

Leo.  But  incumber’d. 

& A “p^’&morgas’d  to  . *-*>*  «P«f™  TlS 

j wou’d  not  drink  water  for  the  fake  of  a fine  Bov/1  cha 
Youth  I love  has  a fair  and  free  Eftate. 

Fto.  Mr.  Farewel  is  it  not  ? 

Leo.  The  fame. 

Fto.  Ay,  but  he’s  forbidden  Fruit, 

Leo.  1 know  it  to  my  forrow. 

Fto..  What’s  thereafon?  . _ ...  r 

Leo.  Hiftory  mult  tell  you.  There  has  been  a pique  between  our  Families  fince 
the  Conqueft  ; none  were  thought  truly  of  our  Blood,  that  had  not  that  Scui  vy  in 
at  \ becaufe  mine  began  to  fw.eeten,  my  Father  almoft  iu  (peered  sny  Legitimacy, 
and  left  me  no  Fortune  but  on  condition  I retain’d  the  Ancient  mark  of  our  Houfe. 

Fto.  There  arifes  then  your  Brothers  great  Authority.  He  nas  the  difpofal 
of  your  Fortune,  by  confequence  of  your  Ferfon  *,  Fortune  is  all  Men  leek 
t.wj.  They  are  fo  cow’d  from  Marriage,  they  will  go  Voluntiers  into  a Bat- 
lie  but  muft  be  preft  to  marriage  ; and  ’tis  the  Shilling  does  it. 

Leo.  Too  true,  But  I believe  Mr.  Farewel  of  a more  generous  .emper,  he  a . 

Jre^S  jt^may  be  be  does  not  know  how  it  is  with  you,  you  have  the  Fame  of 

' rTfcdlAnr  the  Money  too,  if  1 Marry  with  my  Brothers  confent,  notelfe. 

Fto.  That’s  hard,  but  Mr.  Farewel  has  enough  for  you  ootn. 

Leo.  Ay,  if  he  will  venture  on  me  •,  yet  if  he  will  I fay  the 

( am  fo  watch’d,  not  only  at  home  but  abroad.  I never  , ■ r0  abroad. 

Devil  does,  with  Chains  and  Torments.  She  that  is  my  Hell  at  home,  u f 

Leo.  Ncqan 'd^Woman.  or  rather  an  old  Devil ; nay  worfe  than  an  old 

Devil,  an  old  Maid.  . . • 

Fo.  Oh!  there’s  no  Fiend  fo  envious.  , the  Devil  will  let’em 

Leo,  Right,  fhe  will  no  more  let  young  People  fin,  than 

be  fav’d,  out  of  envy  to  their  happinefs. 

>■&,  Who  is  lhe? 

. P:  Sw  SlhTrfS&S  “to  no,  tad  , 'drop  of  it,  theft  Twenty 

W , tSowii  of  envy  fik’d  i,  all  m. 

Ln  True  this  Aunt  hangs  on  me  like  a daily  Ague,  but  l haa  i 
’ure  her  then  be  cur’d  by  fuch  a nonfenfical  Charm  as  Sr.  Courtly  is.  And  no- 
thirm  etfe  can  be  applyed  to  me ; for  to  affitt  my  governing  Aunt,  there  is  a. 
whole  Army  of  Spies.m  the  Houfe  y and  over  themTwo  Spies  General . A 
there  my  Brother  ‘■|';ntc  hp  n,KWS  a Matter-Piece  of  Policy.  Uct 


Or,  it  cannot  Be. 


3 


VJo.  Why  ? what  are  they  ? 

Leo.  Two,  that  will  agree  in  nothing  but  one  anothers  confufion.  The  one 
is  a poor  Kinsman  of  ours,  fo  fierce  an  Enemy  to  Fanaticks,  that  he  cou’d 
eat  no  other  meat*,  and  he  need  no  other  Fire  than  himfelf  to  roaft  ’em,  for 
he’s  always  in  a flame  when  he  comes  near  ’em,  his  Name  is  Hot-head. 

Fio.  And  I warrant  thee  the  other  is  a Fanatick. 

Leo.  Oh ! a mofl  Zealous  Scrupulous  one  ^ with  a confcience  fwadled  fo  hard  in 
its  Infancy  by  Arid  Education,  and  now  Thump’d  and  CudgePd  fo  fore  with  daily 
Sermons  and  Ledures,  that  the  weak  ricketty  thing  can  endure  nothing. 

fro  Certainly  thefe  two,  muft  make  you  fport. 

Leo.  Oh ! their  faces, Dreffes,  Names  are  jells.  The  Fanatick’s  Name’s  Tefiimonyi 

Where  is  my  Lord  ? Where’s  my  Lord  ? 5 Hot-head 

Leo.  Oh  l I hear  my  Cholerick  Coufin  Hot-head.  £ within. 

Enter  Hot-head. 

Hot . Where’s  my  Lord?  Where’s  my  Lord,  I fay  ? 

Leo.  What  wou’d  you  do  with  my  Lord .? 

Hot . Call  him  to  an  account  if  he  were  not  my  Coufin,  cut  his  pate,  it  may  be 
Cudgel  him.  Heaven  be  thank’d  to  Cudgel  a Lord  is  no  ScandaUmMagminm. 

Leo.  W hat’s  the  reafon  of  all  this  anger  ? 

Hot.  He  affront’s  me,  he  invites  me  to  live  in  his  houfe,  and  then  keeps  a 
Fanatick  to  make  a jell  o’  me.  He  knows  I fweat  when  I fee  one. 

Leo.  May  be  he  has  occalion  for  one. 

Hot . What  occalion  ? He  is  not  in  a Plot,  is  he  ? Fanaticks  are  good  for 
nothing  elfe  that  I know  of. 

Leo.  Why  not  ? Toads  are  good  for  fomething. 

Hot.  Ay,  wThen  they  are  hang’d  and  dryed,  fo  is  no  Fanatick.  He  is  fuch 
a canker’d  Rogue,  he  does  mifchief  when  he’s  hang’d  \ let  him  fpread  Ink  up- 
on Paper  and  it  raifes  blifters. — But  here  the  Rogue  is. 

Enter  Teffimony. 

Sirrah  ! Sirrah,  What’s  your  bufinefs  in  this  Houfe,  Sirrah  ? 

Teft.  What  Authority  have  you  to  examine  me,  Friend  ? 

Hot.  Friend,  you  Dog!  call  me  Friend,  fie  knock  you  down  Sirrah, 

Tefi.  Poor  Soul—  poor  Soul 

Hot.  You  are  an  Impudent  Rafcal  to  call  me  poor  Soul — Sirrah,  I have  a Loy- 
alty and  a good  Confcience,  and  that’s  a better  Eftate,  than  any  of  your  Party 
have  *,  and  if  you  live  in  the  Houfe  with  me,  l’le  fettle  it  on  you  with  a Pox  to  you 

Tefi.  Yes,  Mr.  Hot-Head  I know  you  well  enough,  I know  you  would  hang  us 
all  if  you  could.  , 

Hot.  I need  not  Sirrah,  for  Heaven  be  prais’d  now  you  begin  to  hang  your 
felves  ^ I knew  when  Tyburn  was  befttxw’d  upon  the  Priefts  and  Jefuits,  the 
Fanaticks  and  Re-publicans  wou’d  not  long  be  without  it,  for  they  are  very 
fond  of  all  Church  Lands,  cpme,  Sirtab,  if  you  live  here,  I’le  make  you  turn 
over  a new  leaf,  l’ie  make  you  go  to  Church,  Sirrah. 

Tefi.  That’s  more  then  you  do  your  felf  Mr.  Hot-head , you  go  not  often  to 
Church. 

Hot.  What  then  ? I’m  for  the  Church,  Sirrah*  But  you  are  againft  the 
Church,  and  againlt  the  Miniiters,  Sirrah.  ” 


^ Sir  Courtly  Nice : 

Tefi.  I cannot  be  Edifyed  by  ’em,  they  are  formal,  weak,  ignorant,  poor 
S0Uls — Lord  help ’em — poor  Souls. 

Hot.  Ignorant?  you’re  an  impudent  Rafcal  to  call  Men  o’ their  Learning  Ig- 
norant ■,  there’s  not  one  in  a hundred  of  ’em,  but  has  taken  all  his  Degrees  at 
Oxford,  and  is  a Do£tor,  you  Sot  you. 

Tefi.  What  fignifks  Oxford  ? can’t  we  be  far’d  unlefs  we  go  to  Oxford  ? 
Hot.  Oxford  don’t  lye  cut  o’  the  road  to  Heaven  ^ you  Afs. 

Tefi.  Pray  what  do  they  learn  at  Oxford  ? only  to  fludy  Heathens:,  they ’1 
talk  of  Ariflotle  in  the  publick,  they  may  be  afham’d  to  name  Arifiotk  among 
civil  People. 

Hot.  Oh!  you  Sot.  _ 

Tefi.  Our  Minilbers  are  powerful  Men.  Oh!  Forfooth  I wilh  you  [_  to  Leo. 
■were  under  one  of  our  Minifters;  you  wou’d  End  they  wou’d  pierce  you  for- 
footh ; they  wou’d  go  to  your  inward  parts. 

Hot.  This  Rogue  is  talking  Bawdy.  . rt  _ r r , . 

Tefi.  They  would  (hew  you  the  great — great  finfulnefs  of  fin,  that  fin  is 

one  of  the  fmfuHcft  things  in  the  whole  World. 

Hot.  You  fencelefs  Rafcal,  what  ihouid  be  finful  but  fin  ? what  ihould  be 

foolilh  but  a Fool? 

Leo.  Are  not  thefe  a ridiculous  Couple  i 

Tefi.  come  this  is  very  provoking,  and  very  prophane ) I mail  have  a fad 

time  onY  in  this  wicked  Family.  r . . 7 

Hot.  Wicked  ! Sirrah  : What  wickednefs  do  you  fee  in  this  Family  i 

Leo.  Ay,  Mr.  Tefiimony , now  we  are  all  concern’d,  what  Vices  do  you  had 

Suopofe  I fee  not  many  Vices,  morality  is  not  the  thing  ; the  Heathens 

had  morality,  and  forfooth  would  you  have  your  Coachman  or  your  Footman 

to  be  no  better  Men  than  Seneca  ? 

Hot.  A Coachman  a better  Man  then  Seneca  ? 

Leo.  I wou’d  have  him  be  a better  Coachman  than  1 believe  Seneca  was 
Ted-  Av  and  a better  Chtiftian  too,  or  woe  be  to  him.  But  truly  i lee 
great  wantonnefs  even  in  your  felf  forfooth,- the  very  Cook  debauches  you. - 
& Hot . How  ? call  the  Cook  ! — — Cook  ! Cook  . 

Leo.  The  Cook  debauch  me,  Sirrah  ? . , 

Tefi.  I mean  by  pampring  you.  Morning,  Koon,  and  Night  with  one  wanton 

kickfhaw  or  another.- — ~ 

Vio.  You  Coxcomb. 

Hot  Rafcal  I thought  the  Cook  had  layn  with  my  Coufin—  Sirrah,  you  deferve 
to  have  vour  b’ nes  broke.  Well  Sirrah, fince  you  find  my  Lords  Table  is  too  lulty, 
fie  have  it  ''uelded,  f’le  make  you  keep  Lent,  and  fait  Wednefdap  and  Frydays. 
Tefi.  I will  not,  I abhor-  it,  ’tis  Popery. 

Hot.  Then  you  Hull  faft  T«e/%*and,  Thurfdays. 

Tefi  And  then  the  Family  will  flander  me,  and  lay  I do  it  out  o contradict!’ 
on  „ i wiH  not  do  it,  I do  not  love  to  grieve  the  weak- 
*Hot.  To  grieve  the  ttrong  thou  mean’ft,  thy  own  ftropg  ftomack 
are  offsnftve 


O,  it  cannot  Bel 

Hot.  I wi!H>e  more.  I will  watch  you  Sirrah,  and  know  why  my  Lord  feeds 
fuch  Rafcals. 

Teft,  I tarry  not  for  his  feeding,  the  Family  is  a fad  Family,  and  I tarry  out 
of  pure  Rowels. 

Hot,  Out  of  empty  Bowels,  which  you  hav,e  a mind  to  fill,  and  it  may  be 
you  may  fill  other  empty  bellys,  I mean  among  the  Wenches,  fome  of  you 
Godly  Rogues  play  fuch  tricks  fome  times.  Fie  watch  you  Sirrah.  f Exit . 
Tejt.  And  He  watch  you,  my  Spirit  rifes  at  this  Man  exceedingly.  £ Exit, 
Vio . Thefe  are  a plea  fact  Couple. 

Leo.  Is  not  my  Brother  politick  ? Thefe  are  to  fee  no  Proviitons  for  vvantonnefs 
beconveigh’d  to  me  from  abroad,  and  be  Jure  they  will  not  agree  to  deceive  him. 
And  that  1 may  have  none  at  home,  Mv  Brother  will  not  venture  a bandfome  Ser- 
vant in  the  houfe  7 he  fwears  he  will  not  be  Brother  in  Law' to  er’e  a Eutler  or 
Footman  in  Et  gland ; and  he  has  cull’d  for  his  Family,  the  moft  choice  pieces  of 
deformity  he  cou’d  find  in  the  Nation.  I believe  they  are  now  altogether  in  the 
Pantry,  and  my  Aunt  among  ’em  diflributing  their  Break  falls — the  Monfters- 
will  be  worth  feeing — open  the  Door. — - 

The  Scene  is  drawn,  and  a Company  of  Crooked , Wither'd , 
ill  looked  Fellows  are  at  breakfafi , and  Aunt  with  them. 

Aunt.  How  now  ? Who  open’d  the  Door  without  my  leave?  Neice,  this  is  one 
o1  your  Girlifh  tricks,  will  you  always  be  a Child  ? Will  you  never  learn  ftaidnefs , 
and  gravity,  notwithflanding  the  perpetual  Counfel  you  have  from  me,  the  per- 
petual difpleafure  I {hew  at  all  fori  of,  youthful  Follies  y dq  not  you  know  how 
I hate  impertinent  Youth  ? 

Leo.  Or  any  fort  o’  youth  to  my  knowledge.  (a fide i) 

Su.  Do  not  I always  tell  you  how  fine  a thing  it  is  to  be  Grave*,  that  Youth 
with  Gravity,  is  very  pailable,  andalmoft  efteem’d  equal  with  years  ? Very  wife 
Perfons  will  not  be  alham’d  to  match  with  Grave  Youth  *,  daily,  experience  (hews 
it,  and  willyou  never  leave  ? Fye — fyc — -fye — 1 wou’d  not  for  the  World  any 
Wife  Sober  Perfon  o’  Quality  that  has  an  Inclination  for  you,  fhou’d  ha’  feen  this 
rudenefs  in  you,  to  Expofeyour  Aunt  in  this  manner,  in  her  undrefs  -7  it  mighc 
ha’  created  in  him  an  averflon  for  you. 

Leo.  An  averfion  to  me,  to  fee  your  ill  drefs  ? ^ afide} 

An.  Madam,  I hope  you’l  pardon  the  liberty  I take  in  your  prefence. 

Vio.  Oh  ! good  Madam. 

An.  Oh  ! Madam  — pardon  me — 1 know  I commit  a Solecifm  in  good  Mam 
ners,  — but  you  are  a Lady  that  has  a.great  deal  o’  goochaefs,  and  a great  deal 
g’  worth — - 

Vio.  Oh  ! fweet  Madam  ! — ■ 

Aa.  Oil ! . Madam  ! our  Family,  has  found  it — you  are  pleas’d  to  Honour  m 
with  your  Friendlhip.  We  may  venture  to  expo fe  our  Frailties  before  you 
Madam,  you’l  be  fo  good  to  pardon — Madam- 
Vio.  Oh  ! Madam  ! — 

An  Well  really  Madam™ I wonder  where  my  Ncice  learns  her  wanton 
nefs,  we  are  the  mo  ft  referv’d  Family  in  the  World.  There  were  Fourtee 
Sifters  of  us  *,  and  not  one  of  us  married.—- 
Vio . fit  poffible  ? 

Uok  T 


6 'Sir  Courtly  Nice  • 

Leo.  To  your  great  grief — 

Ax.  We  were  all  forefervM,  Oh!  Madam ! no  Man  durft  prefume  to  think 
of  us  ; — I never  had  three  love  Letters  Tent  to  me  in  my  whole  life. 

Vio.  Oh ! ft  range  ! 

Ah.  Oh!  we  were  very  referv’d.  Well  Madam  I am  very  much  out  o’ Coun- 
tenance to  appear  thus  before  you. 

Vio.  Oh  ! Madam,  every  thing  becomes  you  Madam. 

Au.  Oh  ! you  are  very  obliging  Madam.— Do  you  hear  Neice — - learn  o’  this 
Lady  ? 

Leo.  To  flatter  yon,  ( *fide. 

An.  Madam  I am  extream  unfortunate,  the  affairs  o’  the  Family  call  me  away 
from  your  fweet  Gonverfation. 

Vto.  the  misfortune  is  mine,  Madam. 

Ah.  Oh ! fweet  Madam  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Vio.  Your  humbler  Servant  dear  Madam.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  whatridi-  [Exit 
culous  peice  of  Antiquity  is  this  ? Thy  brother  has  a great  Honour  for  [ Aunt. 
Elis  Family  fince  he  will  keep  fuch  a relick  of  his  Anceftors  as  this. 

Leo.  All  the  Houfe  is  of  a piece. 

Vio.  Nay  if  thou  learnft  lewdnefs  at  home,  thou  haft  a great  Genius  to  it. 

Leo.  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  my  condition  ? 

Vie.  I like  it. 

Leo.  Like  it  ? 

Vio.  Ay,  for  I perceive  your  Brother  has  put  the  whole  force  of  his  Wit  into 
this  Form  of  Government } now  if  we  can  baffle  it,  he  will  find  it  is  a dream  fit  for 
nothing  bur  Vtopia  } and  never  torment  himfelf  and  his  Friends  with  it  any  more, 
then  he’l  be  a faultlefs  Creature,  and  all  of  us  happy  in  our  Loves.  Here  he  Gomes. 

Enter  Lord  Bellguard. 

Your  Servant  good  my  Lord. 

Sell.  Your  moft  humble  Servant  Madam. 

Leo.  My  Lord,  why  do  you  call  him  Lord  ? he’s  a Do&or  and  curing  me  o’  the 
Palpitation  o’  the  heart,  Falling-ficknefs,  Convulfions  in  the  Eyes,  and  other 
fuch  niftempers. 

Vio.  ADodor?  a Quack  by  his  Falfe  Medicines } fliortly  we  fhall  fee  him 
mount  the  Stage,  or  ftand  at  the  Old- — Exchange  and  cry  a Cure  for  your  Horns, 
a Cure  for  your  Horns. 

Bell.  I’m  glad  to  fee  you  fo  pleafant  Madam. 

Vio.  How  can  I ctherwife  chufe  my  Lord,  and  fee  your  Family  and  Government. 

Bell . Faith,  Madam  he  that  will  have  a Garden  mull  inclofe  it,  and  cover  tender 
Plants : this  is  a very  blafting  age  to  Virtue,  ’twill  not  thrive  without  a covering. 

Vio.  Ay,  but  my  Lord,  you  force  your  ground  too  much,  what  Horns  wou’d  not 
‘ grow  in  your  Soyle  ? When  wou’d  not  your  Forehead  fprout  ? Were  1 your  Wife 
and  thus  kept,  I fflou’d  fpread  like  a Vine,  and  all  the  Walls  in  England  wou’d 
not  hold  me. 

Bell.  I’m  not  o’ that  opinion,  Madam. 

Vio.  Why  fliou’d  you  thing  better  o’ me  than  your  Sifter? 

Bell.  I judge  very  well  of  her,  but  mull  fpeak  freely  1 think  few  Women  may 
be  trufted  in  this  life,  tills  World  is,  and  ever  was  a great  brothel  y where  ? 


or  with  whom  may  a Woman  bd  trufted  ? with  ancient  Ladies  j they  are  the 
chief  Beauty  Merchants,  venders  of  fine  Love. 

Leo.  Ladies  o’  that  Proftffion. 

Bell.  Oh  ! the  moil  excellent,  and  moil  in  Employ.  Pedhng  Women  cryaScotch 
Cloath  of  a groat  a yard,  fluff  only  fit  for  Fbotmen.  But  wou  d you  have  fine 
Beauty,  Choich  of  Beauty,  and  with  eafe  Security  and  Decency  ? go  to  your  Lady 
Merchants  in  Common  houfes  the  work  is  managed  as  ilovenly  as  Religion  in  Con« 
venticles,  enough  to  put  one  out  of  conceit  with  it  *,  but  in  Brothels  o’  Quality, 
Iniquity  is  carried  on  with  that  venerable  order  wou’d  intice  any  one  to  Devotion* 

Fio.  Fye ! fye  ! . 

Bell.  And  with  that  fecurity.  A Man  may  there  enjoy  a Lady  whilft  her/ 
Husband  holds  her  Cards. 

Leo.  And  fhall  the  Lady  o’  the houfe  know  o’ the fe  things? 

Bell . And  manage  ’em  too  j break  the  Lady  to  the  Lovers  hands  *,  that  s the 
advantage  o’  Quality,  if  a young  Lady  has  not  a natural  amble,  a poor  Bawd 
cannot  have  accefs  to  teach  her. 

Vio . What  can  a Lady  o’  Quality  propound  by  fuch  doings . 

Bell  Oh!  many  things.  As  Prefents;  and  Pleafures.  She  has  ner  houfe  full  of 
good  Company,  her  Ears  full  of  wanton  Stories  •,  her  Eye  full  of  tempting  Sights,, 
and  now  and  then  her  Lips  get  a clofe  *kif$.  Oh1!  Madam  ! do  you  think  it  does  not 
warm  an  Elderly  Lady’s  blood,  to  have  a brisk  young  Sparkalways  by  her  fide  . he 
is  her  Liquor  of  Life, and  though  fhe  never  gets  a full  draught, a tail  chears  her  heart* 

Leo.  Who  are  thefe  Ladies?  where  do  they  live? 

-Bell . Oh!  you’d  feign  be  acquainted  with ’em  ? no  fuch  mattery  and  yet  lie 
tel!  yc  r where  they  live. 

Leo  Where  ? 

Bell.  Almoft  every  where  y where  there  is  an  Amorous  Aunt,  or  over-indul/ 

gent  Mother. 

Leo.  Mothers?  will  Mothers  corrupt  their  Daughters? 

Bell.  Ay,  or  if  they  wont  Daughters  wiil  corrupt  their  Mothers.  Things  are 
fo  inverted,  that  Ladies  who  Were  horieft  all  their  Youth  to  be  like  their  Mothers, 
turn  lewM  in  their  old  Age  to  be  like  their  Daughters.  There  never  was  fuch  an 
open  and  general  .War  made  on  Virtue  *,  young  ones  of  Thirteen  will  pickeere  at 
it,  and  by  that  time  they  are  Twenty,  they  are  rifen  to  be  Strumpets  General,  and 
march  in  publick  with  their  Baggage,  with  Mifs,  and  Mafs,  and  Nurfeand  Maid, 
and  a whole  train  of  Reformade  finners,  expecting  the  next  Cully  that  falls. 

Fio.  You  talk  of  paltry  huifes. 

Bell.  Very  good  Gentlewomen. 

Leo.  Gentlewomen  o’  thofe  employments. 

Bell.  Ay,  purchafe’em.  I have  known  a fair  young  Lady  give  all  her  Fortune 
to  attend  a Man  o’  Quality  in  his  Bed-Chamber  y be  his  chief  Gentlewoman*  * 

Leo . Suppofe  fo,  what’s  all  this  to  me  ? If  they  be  bad  mufl  I be  fo  ? 

Bell.  Truly  Sifter,  a rambling  Woman  let  her  be  never  fo  good  a manager  will 
be  apt  to  bring  her  Virtueasa  Traveller  does  his  Money,  from  a Broad  peicetoa 
brafs  Farthing  : But  fay  file  does  not,  is  reputation  nothing?  and  let  me  tell  you* 
Reputation  will  hang  loofe  upon  a galloping  Lady  ^ you  may  as  well  go  among 
high  Winds  and  not  be  ruffled*  as  among  Men  and  not.  have  your  good  Name: 
biovjn  over  your  Ears*  ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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no'.  Thofe  Winds  blow  where  they  lift.  A Woman  is  hot  fecure  at'homc 
from  Cenfure.  , 

BelL  But  you  mtift  allow  a Jewel  is  not  fo  fafe  in  a Crow  d as  when  lock  G up. 
Leo.  Locked  up  ? do  you  think  to  lock  me  up  ? 

Bell.  I think  to  fecure  thee,  my  dear  Sifter. 

Women  like  Cheney  fhoiPd  be  heft  with  care , 

One  flaw  debafe's  her  to  common  Ware . L Exit.  ] 


Act.  If.  - 

€t 

Scene  Violantc’s  houfe.  Enter  Violante  and  a 

Servant . 

Vio.  ¥S  Mr.  Farewel  coming? 

i Ser.  Yes  Madam,  he’s  juft  at  the  Door. 

Vio.  That’s  well,  if  this  brisk  young  Fellow,  has  but  Love  enough  to  under- 
take this  work,  and  Wit  enough  to  go  through  with  it,  we  fliall  all  be  happy. 

Enter  Farewel. 

Fa.  Whereas  your  Lady?  Madam,  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Vio.  Your  Servant  Mr.  Farewel  ^ you  are  a happy  Man,  young,  rich,  and 
in  the  Ladies  Favours. 

Fa . I’m  glad  to  hear  that,  Madam  j who  arethefe  Ladies  Madam?  a day, 
and  hour  of  Youth  and  good  Fortune  is  precious  *,  and  Ladies  like  Birdsmiuft  be 
aim’d  at  whilft  they  hop  about  us,  mifs  that  oppertunity  you  may  loofe  ‘’em 
for  ever.  Therefore  the  Ladies,  .good  Madam,  quick,  quick,  for  if  you  defer 
but  half  an  hour,  they*!  be  in  love  with  feme  body  elfe. 

Vio.  No  Mr.  Farewel , there  is  one  Lady  more  Gonftanfr,  you’l  own  it  when  I 
name  her  j my  Lord  Leonard's  delicate  young  Sifter.  What  fay  you  to  her  ? 
Fa.  I adore  her. 

Vio.  And  dare  you  attempt  her  ? 

Fa.  Dare  l ? 

Vio.  Ay,  for  do  not  you  know  you  are  the  only  Man  forbidden  her. 

Fa.  Do  1 know  of  what  Race  I am,  Madam  ? Never  was  fuch  a pack  of  Fops 
as  my  Lord  BelguardPs  Anceftors  and  mine.  They  lov’d  wrangling  more  than 
We  do  intriguing  j kept  Lawyers  inftead  o’  Wenches,  and  begot  upon  their 
bodies,  a thoufand  illegitimate  Law  Suits,  the  Terms  they  obferv’d  as  duly  as  the 
River  does  the  Tydes,  and  La  • was  carried  too  and  frow,  as  mud  is  in  the 
Thames.  Nor  were  their  quart  is  fo  bitter  about  Land,  as  place  •,  fo  big  were 
their  great  hearts,  they  cou’d  not  come  into  one  Room  together,  for  fear  of  ioof- 
ing  place.  My  Lord  Belguard'>f  Father  to  end  the  difference,  moft  piouily  endea- 
vours to  be  a better  Man  than  any  of  his  Anceftors.  That  is  to  fay  a Lord. 

Vio , And  then  the  ftrife  ended  ? 

~ ' * frf&s 


Or,  it  cannot  Be. 
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fa,  Was  more  enflamM.  For  my  Lord  was  more  infolent,  as  having  Autho- 
rity under  the  Broad  Seal  to  he  Proud,  by  Confequence  my  Father  more  enrag’d  } 
and  both  the  old  Gentlemen  contended  who  fhou’d  have  the  greatefl  Eflate  in 
malice,  and  attain’d  to  be  veryxonliderable,  and  when  they  dyed,  endeavour’d 
to  fettle  it  all  upon  us.  But  truly  the  young  Lady  and  I moll:  prodigally  confum’d 
all  our  Portions  at  one  look,  and  agreed  to  cut  off  the  wicked  Entail. 

Fio  You  did  well,  but  hew  will  you  accomplifh  your  defires  her  Brother 
has  fuch  guards  upon  her. 

Fa.  Oh  ! Yis  Decreed!  nor  fhail  thy  Fate  oh  ! Brother  ! refifb  my  Vow  , 
though  Guards  were  fet  on  Guards,  till  their  confounded  Coxcombs  reach’d  the 
Skies,  I’d  o’re  Ym  all — — — 

Fio.  You  are  in  a Rapture. 

Fa.  Ten  thoufand  when  ever  I think  of  her. 

Fio.  But  how  will  yGii  do  this? 

Fa.  1 have  leagu’d  with  a Witch  ^ at  leafl:  a young  Fellow  that  has  more 
tricks  then  a Witch  ^ he  was  a poor  Scholler  at  Oxford , but  expell’d  for  Itudy- 
ing  the  P.lack  Arts. 

Fio.  For  Conjuring  ? 

Fa  Yes,  Madam,  not  only  any  Man’s  Pigs  or  Poultry,  but  Wife  or  Daugh- 
ter into  his  Chamber.  Nothing  cou’d  fcaps  him,  and  he  fcap’d  everything. 
The  Proctors  watch’d  more  diligently  for  him,  then  a Benefice,  and  cou’d  ne- 
ver catch  him.  The  Grave  Doctors  abhor’d  him  worfe  then  a Herefie,  and 
Itudycd  more  to  keep  him  out  of  their  Families,  but  he  confuted  their  Skilled 
they  cou’d  no  more  light  upon  him  than  on  a jeft. 

Fio , I long  to  fee  him. 

Fa.  I order’d  him  to  come  hither  to  me. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Here’s  one  Mr.  Crack  enquires  for  you,  Sir. 

Fa.  That’s  he — ‘—bring  him  in. — • 

Enter  Crack. 

Mr.  Crack  your  Servant. 

Cr.  Your  Servant  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  Madam. 

Fio.  Your  Servant  Sir,  I am  told  you  have  been  an  Oxford  Scholler. 

Cr.  A Scholler  Madam  ? a Scholler’s  Egg — emptyed  by  old  Suck-Eggs,  of 
all  that  Nature  gave  me,  and  crumbl’d  full  of  Effences,  Hypoftafes,  and  other 
fluff  o’  their  baking. 

Fio.  Why  did  not  you  apply  your  felf  to  Divinity  ? 

Cr.  Leave  Wenches  for  Pigs,  Madam  Yis  true  1 may  Wench  then  too* 
but  it  mull  be  with  Fear  and  Reverence,  I hate  that. 

Fio.  U hy  wou’dnotycu  be  a Phyfitian  ? 

Cr.  A Gold-finder  Madam  ? look  into  Jakes  for  bits  o’  money?  I had  a 
Spirit  above  it.  I had  an  ambition  to  be  of  fome  honourable  profeffion  *,  fuch 
as  People  of  Quality  undertake.  As  for  inflance,  Pimping.  A Pimp  is  as  much  a- 
bove  a Dodor,  as  a Cook  is  above  a Scullion  *,  when  a Pimp  has  foul’d  a Dili* 
a Do&or  fcours  it. 

Fio.  This  is  an  arch  Blade. 

Cr.  Oh  ! you  are  pleas’d  to  fay  fo,  Madam  j Yis -more  your  goodnefs  than  my 
defert.  C ‘ Fa, 


io  Sir  Courtly  Nice  : 

Fa.  Well  Mr.  Crack,  you  know  what  you  hare  undertaken.' 

Cr.  fie  do’t — The  Lady’s  your’s — -Give  me  fome  Money. 

Fa.  There,  there. 

Cr.  Gold ! thou  Sun  ’o  the  San,  and  Brother  o’  the  Stars,  Nutmeg  o’  comfort 
and  Rofeo’  delight,  as  my  Friend  the  King  o’  Ptrfia  calls  himfelf, — -what  canYt 
thou  not  do  great  Prince,  if  1 be  thy  chief  Minifter  ? — ( Exit,  ) 

Flo.  This, is  a notable  Fellow, — our  next  Plot  mult  be  to  fecure  your  Ri- 
val Sr.  Courtly  Nice . 

Fa.  Hang  him,  he  fecure’s  himfelf  by  his  Fopperies,  Ihe  defpifes  him. 

Vio.  Not  many  Lady’s  do  fo. 

Fa.  Oh!  no,  Madam,  he’s  the  General  GuitarreVthe  Town,  inlay’d  wich  every 
thing  Women  fancy  \ Gaytry,  Gallantry,  Delicacy,  Nicety,  Courtefy. 

Vio.  And  pray  put  in  Gold  too. 

Fa.  True  Madam,  Oh!  the  Ladies  love  to  have  him  in  their  Chambers,  and 
play  themfelves  afleep  with  him. 

Vio.  Well,  I have  provided  one  fnall  thrumble  on  him* 

Fa.  Who’s  that? 

Vio . Surley. 

Fa.  Oh  ! Fire  and  Water  are  not  fo  Contrary,  Sr.  Courtly  is  fo  civil  a Creature, 
and  fo  refpcdful  to  every  thing  belongs  to  a Gentleman,  he  Rands  bare  to  his  own 
Perewig.  Surly  uncovers  to  nothing  but  his  own  Night-cap,  nor  to  that  if  he 
he  drunk,  for  he  Ikcps  in  his  Hat.  Sr.  County  is  fo  gentle  a Creature, he  writes 
a challenge  in  the  Rile  of  a Billet-doux.  Surly  talks  to  his  MiRrefs,  as  he  would 
t o a He&or  that  wins. his  Money.  Sr.  Courtly  is  fo  pleas’d  with  his  own  Perfon, 
ills  dayly  Contemplation,  nay  his  Salvation  is  a Lookinglafs,  for  there  he  fbds 
Eternal  happinefs.  Surly! s Heaven,  at  leaR,  his  PrieR  is  his  Claret  Glafs  *, 
3or  to  that  he  confeffes  all  his  Sins,  and  from  it  receives  Abfolution  and  Comfort. 
But  his  Damnation  is  a Lookinglafs,  for  there  he  finds  an  Eternal  fire  in  his 
Nofe.  In  fhovtif  you  wou’d  make  a Pofiet  for  the  Devil,  mingle  thefe  two, 
for  therenever  was  fo  fweeta  thingasSr.  Courtly,  fo  fower  as  Surly.  But  how 
will  you  get  ’em  together  ? for  nothing  has  power  over  Surly,  but  Claret  and  the 
S>evih 

Vio.  Yes  1 have.  Heaven  is  pleas’d  to  think  the  Devil  himfelf  has  not  mifchief 
enough  to  plague  that  ill-natur’d  Rogue,  and  joyns  me  in  Commiffion  with 
Mm  to  torment  him  with  Love  \ he  loves  me.  — 

Fa.  Love?,  can  he  love? 

Vio,  So  much,  lie  negleds  his  Claret  for  me  y and  comes  hither  hourly  to 
perform  his  Devotions  to  me,  but  in  fuch  a flovenly  manner  *,  ’tis  fuch  a A7 
Conformifi  to  alt  decent  Ceremonies. 

Surley  ? Y/ here’s  your  MiRrefs  f 
within.  5 

Vio.  I here  him,,  we’l  ha’  fport  with  him.  He  abhors  his  Love  worfe  than 
Murder  or  Treafon,  for  thofe  are  mifchiefs  to  others,  but  Love  he  accounts  High- 
Treafon  againft  his  own  damnable  Perfon  *,  and  he’s  more  alham’d  of  it,  than  he 
wou’d  be  of  a Beales  Taile,  if  it  grew  out  of  him.  Therefore  Tie  conceal,  and  do 
you  charge  him  v.  it  h it,  you  fhall  hear  how  hel  renounce  it,  then  will  I appear 
like  Confcience  to  a fick  debauch,  and  youfhali  fee  what  an  aukard  Penitent 
...  ^ -•  ' "A  ‘ " Fa* 


make  him 
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Or,  it  cannot  Be,  i t 

Enter  Surly. 

Fa.  Honed  Surly,  how  do’ft  do? 

Shy.  Prethee  look  in  ray  Water. 

Fa,  In  thy  Water 

Sur.  Ay,  for  I don’t  love  to  anfwer  impertinent  quedions. 

Fa.  Is  it:  impertinent  to  enquire  after  the  health  ofaFriend,1 

Sur . A Friend  ? thy  talk  is  more  boyifh  than  thy  Face.  Do’ll  thou  think 
there  are  fuch  Friends  ? thou  believ’d  there  are  Mair-maids  and  Centaures  I 
warrant*,  for  fuch  Friends.  Monfters  that  grow  to  fome  other  Beads,  and  are 
the  lead  part  o’  themfelves  ? 

Fa . Why.?  had  thou  no  concern  for  any  Beads  butthyfelf? 

Sur . Yes  Bird,  for  many  things  for  my  own  fake;  for  Witty  Men  whilft 
they  drink  with  me,  handfome  Whores  whifd  they  lye  with  me,  Dogs* 
Horfesor  Cattle  whil’d  they  belong  to  me  ; after  that,  I care  not  if  the  Wits 
be  hang’d,  the  Whores  be  pox’d,  and  all  the  Cattle  bewitch’d. 

Fa.  A very  generous  temper. 

Sur . ’Tisawifeand  honed  temper.  The  pretended  good  nature  is  ill  nature; 
it  makes  a man  an  Afs  to  others  he  bears  their  Burden,  a Rogue  to  himfelf,  he 
cheats  himfelf  of  his  quiet  and  Fortune.  I am  fo  very  honed  to  my  felf,if  the  whole 
World  were  hang’d  it  Ihou’d  not  rob  me  of  a Minutes  eafe,  I thank  Heaven  for  it. 

Fa.  Was  ever  fuch  a Barbarian  ? 

Sur.  Thou’rt  an  Afs ; which  is  the  Barbarian , he  that  eats  Man,  or  the  Man  that  s 
eaten  ? The  Rogue  that  grieves  away  nry  Flefh  eats  me,  and  is  a Barbarian  ; 
fo  is  he  that  with  vexation  gnaws  himfelf;  1 am  no  fuch  Cannabal. 

Fa.  Had  thou  no  compaflion  f 

Sur . 1 know  not  what  it  is. 

Fa.  Suppofe  you  fee  a Man  o’  Quality  in  mifery. 

Sur.  Let  him  be  in  mifery  and  be  damn’d. 

- Fa.  Are  you  not  concern’d  for  his  Quality? 

Sur . The  iefs  for  that,  becaufe  if  he  fancies  the  whimfey  he  has  ifc  to  pleafe  hint. 

Fa.  To  trouble  him. 

Sur.  Then  to  comfort  him  I’le  tell  him  he’s  the  Son  of  a Whore,  and  his 
Grandfather  rofeby  Pimping. 

Fa.  Suppofe  you  faw  a Man  o’  parts  unfortunate  ? 

Sur.  Let  his  parts  Look  after  him. 

Fa.  They’l  afflift  him. 

Sur . Then  to  quiet  him  l’le  tell  him  he’s  an  Afs. 

Fa.  Have  you  no  charity  f do  you  never  give  any  thing  to  the  Poor  t 

Sur.  As  much  as  any  Man. 

Fa.  Whats  that  ? 

Sur.  Nothing;  ■ 

Fa.  Does  no  Man  give  any  thing  ? 

Sur . Not  to  the  Poor;  they  give  it  to  themfelves ; fome  Fools  have  Difeafes 
in  their  Natures,  they  never  fee  any  one  in  pain,  but  they  fed  half  on’t,  and  f® 
they  give  money  to  eafe  themfelves. 

Fa.  Ha’  you  no  love  for  any  thing  ? 

Sur . 1 have  Appetite. 

C z Fa  * 


1 z Sir  Courtly  Nice  : 

Fa.  Have  you  no  love  for  Women  ? 

Sar.  I ha1  Lull. 

Fa.  No  Love? 

Sur.  Thai’s  the  fame  thing*,  the  word  Love  is  a Fig-Leaf  to  cover  the  naked' 
fence,  a fafhion brought  up  by  Eve,  the  Mother  of  Jilts,  (he  Cuckolded  her  Hus- 
band with  the^  Serpent  then  pretended  to  modefty  and  fell  a making  Plackets 
prefently.  And  her  Daughters  take  up  the  Trade,  you  may  import  wha'tLewd- 
nefs  you  will  into  their  Common- wealth,  if  you  will  wafh  it  over  with  fome  fine 
Name.  You  may  proclame  at  Markat-ciofs,  how  great  an  Adorer  you  are  of  fuch 
a Womans  Charms?  how  much  you  delire  to  be  admitted  into  her  Service;  that 
is,  howlufty  a Centaur  you  are,  that  the  Horfe  in  you  is  much  the  Major  part 
and  fhe  fhall  receive  all  this  without  a blufh,  whiPftthe  Beall  trots  to  her  under 
the  Name  of  a Lover;  when  if  Hie  had  any  Wit  (he’d  know,  a Lover  is  a more 
impudent  name  than  Whoremafter  ; for  a Whoremafter  throws  all  his  Bombes 
at  a whole  City,  your  Lover  wafts  all  his  upon  a lingle  Houfe.  That  when-a 
Woman  defires  a Lover,  fhe  delires  to  have  the  whole  Brute  to  her-fdf. 

Fa.  Ha  ! ha  ! ha  / 

Sur.  What  do  you  laugh  at  Sir  f 

Fa.  Only  that  your  Miftrefs  has  heard  your  learned  Difcourfes  Sir.  Pray 
appear  Madam,  and  own  you  have  loft  your  Wager,  is- he  a Lover  or  no  ? 

Enter  Violante. 

Sur.  Here’s  a young  Treacherous  Rogue. 

Fio.  Yes— ^a  Brutal  one— are  thefe  your  Sentiments  of  Love  Sir  P was  it  this 
you  meant  when  you  talk’d  of  Love  ? when  we  grow  Lovers  do  we  degenerate  int-o 
Brutes?  I thought  there  was  a generous  Pafiion,of  which  a Beaft  cou’d  have  no  more 
fence,  then  he  has  of  Mulick  or  Poetry.  And  to  fueh  Love  you  pretended  Sir. 

Sur.  I’le  whedle  her,  ( afide  to  Fa.  ) 

So  I doftill  Madam,  but  why  muft  1 let  a Boy  Catechife  me  ? i have  that 
Mufical*  Poetical,  Fantaftical  love,  you  fpeakof,  and  a pox  on  me  for  it  ; yotfl 
neither  be  my  Slipper,  nor  my  Shooe,  my  Wench- to  Slip  on  and  oft  at  pleafure, 
nor. my  Wife,  that  is  a Whore  buckled  on. 
s Fro . You  are  charming  in  your  expreffions-. 

Fa.  Mr.  Surly , Madam,  is  a miftical  piece,  to  be  underflood  like  a Prophecy, 
where  Rams  and  H e-Goa ts  Hand  for  Kings  and  Princes.  Mr.  Surly's,  rank  ex- 
prefiions  muft  lignifie  Virtue  and  Honour. 

Fio.  No,  no,  they  fignifte  his  own  filthy  meaning ; and  the  truth  is,  love 
las  no  (Other  fence,,  in  this  corrupt  Age.  Now  if  a Woman  by  blufhes  or  other- 
wife,  confeftes  {he  thinks  a Man,  a fine  Gentleman,  he  to  requite  her  fends  her 
prefently  a Libel  call’d  a Billet-doux,  where  he  in  fine  words  tells  her  to  her 
lace,,  he  thinks  her  a Wench,  and  invites  her  to  lye  witn  him.  This  ruins  all 
Converfation,  Men  are  always  driving  their  brutal  appetites  to  the  plays,  the 
Cou^t,  to  Church,  like  Drovers  their  Beafts  to  every  Market ; and  there’s  no 
converting  with ’em,  unlefs  you’i  take  their  Cattel  off  their  hands. 

Sur.  Madam  I love  you  in  your  own  fafhion,  admire  yon, adore  you, and  the 
Devil  and  all,  what  wou’d  you  have  ? — -Now  will  this  timple  Jade  believe  m«  P 

Fs.  He  calls  you  Ample  Jade*  Madani^  and  fajes  you’i  believe  5 afide  to 
iiaEu,  * Fare. 

Snri 


Star,  You  Malapert  Boy,  why  do  you  meddle  in  my  bufinefs  ? 

Fa.  'Tis  my  bufinefs,  (lie’s  my  Friend,  and  I wont  fee  her  abus’d* 

Star.  A Friend  to  the  Woman  loves  your  Enemy,  Tom-Fool? 

Fa.  No,  (lie  hates  him,  and  has  quarrel’d  with  him,  and  I wou’d  ha’  had 
you  ftep  into  his  room, 

Sur.  Oh  ! oh  / 

Fa.  Now  who’s  the  Tom-Fool  ? 

Sur.  I am,  look  you  Madam,  that  Rogue  defpair  made  me  talk  like  an  Afs, 
and  I am  forry  for  it. 

Fio.  I know  you  are  Sir,  I know  your  bafe  defire  is  for  your  punifliment; 
confin’d  to  my  Eyes,  and  Pie  ufe  you  as  you  deferve. 

Fa.  Come,  Madam,  let  me  interpofe  *,  though  you  will  not  receive  Mr, 
Surly  as  a half-Horfe,  you  may  as  a whole  Afs,  a Drudge,  you  know  you  have 
bufinefs  mod  agreeable  to  his  ill  Nature,  pray  employ  him. 

Fio.  Well  \ Pie  make  trial  of  him,  you  pretend  you  love  me  Generoufly. 

Sht.  Yes,  and  Damnably. 

Fio  Know  tlien  my  Lord  Belguardy  is  fas  I have  of  late  perceiv’d  ) funk  with 
the  reft  of  the  Age,  into  bafe  opinions  of  Love  and  Women,  that  I am  angry 
I ever  had  a good  thought  of  him. 

Sht.  Good. 

Fio.  Look  upon  his  add  refs  to  me,  as  an  affront,  and  will  revenge  it, 

Sur.  Better  and  better. 

Fio.  And  you  lhal]  do  it. 

Sur.  Bed  of  all. 

Fio.  Do  not  you  know  Sir  Courtly  Nice  ? 

Sur.  That  you  (hoifd  joyn  knowledge  with  fuch  a Fop  t ’tis  a quedion  to  be 
put  to  a Boy?  I may  know  Piiilofophy,  but  to  ask  a Man  if  he  knows  a Horn- 
Book  ? for  fuch  a thing  is  this  Fop^guilded  on  the  out  fide,  on  the  infide,  th‘e 
Crifs  Crofs  row,  and  always  hanging  at  the  Girdle  of  a Girl. 

Fio.  You  have  deferib’d  him  right.  This  Fop  has  my  Lord  Belguard  entic’d 
to  accept  his  Sider  with  no  Fortune,  but  her  Birth  and  Beauty.  Now  if  you’i- 
break  the  Match,  you’i  be  to  me  the  mod  amiable.  Creature  in  the  World. 

Sur,  Or  the  mod  damnable,  if  you  Jilt  me.  < 

Fio.  In  earned  of  a farther  favour  here’s  my  hand. 

Sur.  There’s  the  Devil  in  it.  Tis  transforming  my  (hape,  I am  growing  a 
Womans  Afs,  I feel,  the  Ears  prick  out  o’  my  skin  already  ^ and  l mild  hoof  it 
away  with  her  load  of  Felly  upon  my  back..  Well  I am  thy  Afs  at  prefent,  but 
if  thou  Jilts  me,  I will  be  thy  Devil.  ( Exit.) 

Fio.  ’ Pis  the  fitted  Office  for  thee  *,  thou  art  fo  like  one  already,  you  may  pafs 
for  Twins.  Now  Mr.  Farcivcl  kps  go  in  and  Laugh.  * ( Exit .). 

Scene  Lord  Belguards  Hottfe.  Enter  Hot- head  and  Tedimony. 

Tcfi.  He  (lia.ll  not  fpeak  with  her,  I dont  approve  of  it.- 

Hot.  You  approve  Sirrah  ? what  ha’  you;_to  do  ? * 

Tefi,  I have  Authority. 

Hot.  You  Authority  ? 

Tefi.  Yes,  from  my  Lord. 

Hot.  You  had  it  then/mt  of  his  Kitchen,  Sirrah  j the  Beef  o5  the  Nation  breeds 


mtly  Nice  % 

all  the  Maggots  in  the  Peoples  heads.  I am  fomecimes  tempted  to  throw  down 
their  Porridge-pots,  and  fpill  the  Divine  Right  of  Presbitery.  In  ihort  my  Lord 

is  a nun  of  honour,  and  you  have  belyed  him  Sirrah. 

Tefi.  It  is  well  known  l make  a Confcience. 

Hot..  Ay, vou  Roguesunaking  o’1  Confidences  is  a great  trade  among  your  Party, 
ana  you  deferve  to  loofe  your  Eais  for  it.  n 

'left.  I mean  I keep  a Confidence. 

Hot.  Y’ave  reafon  Sirrah,  it  keeps  you;  but  that  an  honeft  Lord  ffiou'd  give 
money  for  a Rogues  falie  Confcience. — -©ones-/  - — - 
Tefi.  Well  but  dont  fwcar. 

Hot . Sirrah,  who  fwears  ? 

Tefi.  Dee  hear?- — * dont  fwear  I fay. 

Hot.  Oones  / Sirrah,  don’t  preach  tome. 

Tefi.  Don’t  fwear  then.  n * 

Hot.  Sirrah,  if  you  preach  to  me,  fie  cut  your  Pate.  * 

Tefi.  Had  I a Sword  ’twere  move  than  you  cou’d  do. 

Hot . How  now  Sirrah?  (takes  Tell,  by  the  throat.) 

Tefi.  Nay  but  don’t  throttle  me,  don’c  Godfrey  me. 

<,  Enter  Aunt. 

Amt.  What’s  the  noyfe  ? what’s  the  rudenefs,  Ccuiin  Hot-head  ? you  a 
Gentleman,  and  make  a Bear-Garden  of  a Perfon  of  Honours  houlb  ? 

Hot.  Better  make  a Bear-garden  of  it  then  a Conventicle  } here’  a Fanatick 
Hogue  ordain’d  ruling  elder  ot’th’  Family  by  my  Lord,  as  the  Rogue  L y to  he 
undertakes  to  Govern  and  Preach. 

Ate.  And  you  undertake  to  Govern  and  correct  ? Coufin  no  body  Governs  here 
but  I *,  if  he  had  committed  faults,  you  fhou’d  have  brought  him  before  me. 
Hot.  Oh ! you’d  have  him  enter’d  in  your  Office  ? 

An.  What  do  you  me  -n  ? obfeenely  ? you  are  confident.  You  are  the  firft  Gen- 
tleman that  offer’d  to  fay  a wanton  thing  to  me. 

Hot.  To  your  great  forrow.  (afide. 

Enter  Leonora. 

Leo.  'What’s  the  quarrel  here? 

Hot.  There’s  a Taylor  wou’d  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Leo.  All  this  noyfe  to  introduce  a Taylor  f 

>Hot.  He  can’t  get  through  this  Fellows  narrow  Confcience,  yet  there  is  room 
for  a whole  Common-wealth. 

At.  Call  in  the  Taylor  } there  mull  no  Cloaths  be  made  without  my  orders, 
that  I may  fee  ’em  model!. 

Leo.  A Taylor?  1 order’d  no  Taylor.  (afidef 

Enter  Crack. 

Ait.  How  now,  Sir  ? what  are  you  f 
Cr.  A Taylor,  Madam. 

Ate.  Who  fent  you  ? I know  you  not. 

Cr.  Your  own  Tay  lor,  Mr.  Stitch , Madam. 

An.  How  chance  he  came  not  himfeif? 

Cr.  He’s  Tick,  Madam.  , r , ^ c 

An.  And  can  you  work  well,  for  we  are  very  hard  to  plealc . herP  c 


Or,  it  cannot  Bel 
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a Taylor  in  Town  can  make  me  endure  to  fee  my  felf, 

Leo.  The  fault  lyes  in  — Fifty  — Fifty.  — * ( afide .) 

Cr.  Indeed  Madam,  Imuftneeds  fay  my  Countrymen  are  not  the  bell  Tay* 
lorsin  the  World.  This  is  a fine  Nation,  and  all  fpoyPd  by  the  Taylors.  Hea- 
ven makes  the  Women  Angels,  and  Taylors  make  ’em  Hedg-hog$}  ’tis  a fad 
fight  to  fee  ’em,  now  Pie  make  an  Angel  of  a crooked  Pin* 

Am.  Ay,  where  did  you  learn  your  Skill  Z 
Cr.  In  France , Madam. 

Tefi.  In  France  ? then  Friend  I believe  you  are  a Papift. 

Hot . Sirrah,  1 believe  you  are  a Presbyterian. 

Teft.  Friend,  if  you  be  a Papift  fie  ha’  you  before  a Juftice. 

Hot . Sirrah,  if  you  be  a Presbyterian,  Tie  kick  you  down  Stairsf 
Tejh  What  are  you  Friend  ? 

Hot . Ay,  What  are  you  Sirrah  ? 

Cr.  What  am  1 1 why,  I’m  a Taylor,  I think  the  men  are  mad. 

Ah.  Intolerable^  Mr,  Teftimony  pray  leave  us,  and  Coiifin  Hot-head,  I fhali 
defire  the  fame  of  you,  unlefs  yoifl  behave  your  felf  like  a Gentleman. 

Hot . I will  behave  my  felf  like  a Gentleman,  for  1’le  know  of  my  Lord  when 
he  comes  home,  if  he  has  given  this  Rogue  Authority  over  me}  if  he  has  Tie 
demand  Satisfaction  of  him  } if  he  be  innocent  woe  be  to  your  prick-ears,  Sirrah. 
Tefi.  I fear  you  not.  ( Exit  Hot.) 

Am.  Mr.  Teftimonyy  I once  more  defire  you!  give  us  liberty. 

Tefi.  Yes,  Forfooth,  Idarctruft  the  young  Gentlewoman  with  you,Forfoofch— * 
you  are  a grave  - — Gentlewoman  and  in  years  — Forfooth. — * 

Ah.  In  years,  rude  Clown.- — 

Tefi.  And  truly  Ihe’s  a very  pretty  fweet  Woman,  and  deferves  to  have  great 
care  taken  of  her. 

Leo.  Well  Sir,  weTexcufe  the  care  at,  this  tiouc — - 
Tefi.  Pretty  Woman — • 

Leo.  Pray  leave  us — • 

Tefi . Sweet  Woman — A profefs  fheYftrangely  alluring, 

I fall  into  frailty,  and  be  difcoverM. 

Cr.  Now,  Madam,  before  I take  meafure-of  you,  Pie 


( a fide  1 

I had  bell  retire  leaf!: 
( Exit* 

fhew  you  fome  Pat- 


terns-— pleafe  you  to  look  upon  fome  Madam,  you  have,  judgment. 

( to  the  Aunt 

Am.  Let  me  fee. 

Cr.  To  you,  Madam,!  wou’d  recommend  this  piece. 

Leo.  Mr.  FarcwePs  Picture  ? oh!  I Sirrah  / now  I guefs  thee—my  Dear—* 
Dear — - (kijjes  the  Figure. 

Cr.  Have  a care  o’  your  Aim  Madam. — I have  a Letter  too. — - - 
Leo.  Give  it  me- — quick— quick — * 

An.  Thefeare  pretty  Silks. 

Cr.  The  belt  in  Franc o,  Madam. 

Where’s  my  Sifter  ? 

Leo.  My  Brother?  I hope  he  does  not  know  thee, 

Cr.  No,  if  he  does  Pm  a dead  Man. 

Leo.  Haft  thou  no  difguife  forTear  he  fhou’d? 

Cr.  Qaly  this  gr$at  pair  of  Spe&acks. 


(Bernard  Within 


1 6 


Sir  Courtly  Nice 

Enter  Lord  Bdguard, 


Bell.  Wfiat  Fellow's  this  ? 

Leo.  A Taylor. 

Bell.  Not  your  Taylor  ? 

jin.  No,  he's  Tick  and  lent  this  Fellow  in  his  Room. 

Bell.  How.  comes  fuch  a young  Fejlow  to  wear  Spectacles  ? 

Cr.  Young  my  Lord  ? I’m  above  Five  and  Fifty. 

Bell.  Then  bear’d:  thy  age  well. 

Cr.  Ay,  every  where  but  in  my  Eyes  I thank  Heaven. 

BcH.  1 his  Fellow  unay  be  a Bawd  for  ought  I know,  Lie  watch  him.  (Exit. 
Aunt  'tfiews  tke  Patterns^  Bell.  J lands  behind  his  Sifter , 
nnd  watches  Cr.  Cr.  mean  while  pats  his  ALeafure 
**  before \dnd  delivers  her  a Letter. 

'■Cr.  Well,  Madam,  I perceive  your  Lady  [hip  likes  the  Pattern  I fhew’d  you  fir  ft. 
Leo.  I have  feen  the  whole  piece. 

Cr.  And  your  Ladyfhip  likes  it  ? 

Leo.  Oh ! very  well.  ^ 

Cr.  1’le  allure  you, Madam,  you'l  like  it  mightily  when  ’ds  upon  you, and  you 
a fvveet  body  to  work  for^I  do  not  doubt  Madam,  but  to  get  a great  deal  o’ 
credit,  and  a great  deal  of  Cuftome  by  yo&jrmong  the  Ladies,  a*  foon  as  ever 
they  fee  my  work. 

Leo.  Well  let's  fee  your  work,  and  Lie  fay  fomething. 

Cr.  That  you  (hall  & fpeedily,  Madam,  Lie  bring  you  home  as  fweet  a piece  o' 
LWork,  as  ever  you  had  in  your  Life.  You'i  look  upon  the  Pattern  l fhew'd  you  laftf 
Leo.  Yes. 

Cr.  That's  for  the  infide  j do  you  like  much  Bombaft,  Madam 
Leo » No. — • 

Cr.  Well,  Madam — I ha’ taken  a Surveigh  o'  your  fine  Body now  you 

lhall  be  pleas’d  according  to  your  own  hearts  defire — ' your  Servant 

Madam—  ( Exit. 

Bell.  Well  Sifter— prepare  to  receive  a Vifit  from  Sr.  Courtly  Nice , this 
Afternoon. 

jin.  Oh ! dear  ! then  I muft  drefs.  He's  a great  Critick.  ( Exit. 

Leo.  She  defigns  him  for  her  felf,  wou’d  fhe  con’d  get  him.  {a fide. 

Bell.  Sr.  Courtly  and  1 have  agreed  ^ pray  give  him  your  promife. 

Leo.  So  Soon .?  'twill  lj>e  fulfome,  he's  abftemious. 

Bell.  Therefore  take  him  whil’ft  he  has  an  edge. 

Leo.  You  ufe  to  defpife  Fools,  how  chance  you  marry  amoog'ft  'em? 

Bell.  Becaufe  none  but  Fools  will  marry.  Wits  are  but  few  and  commonly 
poor*,  Fools  are  numerous  and  rich.  Fortune  is  as  fond  of  thofe  bits  of  Men, 
as  Bigots  are  of  Reliques j wraps  ’em  in  Silver, 

Leo.  Better  they  were  buryed.  A Fool  in  a Coach  is  like  a Knave  in  a Pillo- 
ry, the  Object  of  publick  derifion. 

f<P  Bell.  Oh  ! there  are  few  to  deride ’em,  many  to  admire  ’em,  fo  many,  I have 
oft  admired  how  one  Apple  , 

Should  Inch  Dtfeafies  in  old  Adam  breed. 

That  jrom  his  Loyns  rot  Men-  hut  Worms  poceed.  \Exeunt  omves. 

} ACT  111. 


Fa.  the  News!  the  News ! art  thou  an  Angel  or  a Devil  ? bring  ft 

vJ  thou  Joys  or  Torments .? 

Cr.  Joys  / joys!  joys  / 

Fa.  A'ngel  / Angel  / Angel  / 

Cr.  In  the  firft  place  I deliver’d  your  Picture. 

Fa.  Rare. 

Cr.  And  fhe  killed  it. 

Fa.  kiffcd  it  t 

Cr.  Sweetly,  wantonly,  lafcivionlly.  She  fet  me  fo  on  fire,  I kifs’d  all  the 
Wenches  as  I came  along,  and  made  their  moyft  lips  fiz  again. 

Fa.  Oh!  Rogue!  Rogue!  delicious  Rogue. 

Cr.  Then  I deliver’d  the  Letter,  and  before  her  Brothers  face. 

Fa.  Before  his  face  ? ha  ! ha  ! ha  ! 

• Cr.  Prepare  this  Night  to  be  the  happyeft  o’Mortals.  Give  me  fome  more  mony* 
Fa.  Mony  ? fie  fell  my  Land  rather  than  thou  (halt  want.  That  one  Inheritance 
will  pur  chafe  me  two,one  in  Love, and  another  in  laughing  at  this  politick  Brother. 

Cr.  No,  no.  Inheritances  as  for  laughing,  I believe  you  will  have  an  Anuity 
for  life  *,  but  for  Love  yoffl  only  have  a leafe  for  three  or  four  Years. 

Fa.  Pleafant  Rogue ! here’s  Money. 

Cr.  So,  fo,  I wiih  you  joy,  I wilh  you  joy.  (Exit.) 

Fa.  See  Surly  going  to  my  Rival  ^ my  affair  thrives  admirably.  (Exit.) 

Enter  Surly.  Knocks , enter  a Servant. 

Sur.  Is  Nice  within  ? 

Ser.  Nice  Sir  ? 

Sur.  Ay,  Nice  Sir  \ is  not  your  Mailers  name  Nice. 

Ser.  ’Tis  Sir  Courtly  Nice. 

Sur.  Well  Sir, if  1 have  a n i.;d  to  clip  half  his  Name,  \is  not  Treafon,is  it  Sirrahf 
Ser.  I believe  not  Sir. 

Sur.  Then  get  you  in,  and  tell  your  Mailer  fd  fpeak  with  him. 

Ser.  What  fort  o’  domineering  Man  is  this  ? 

Scene , a Chamber—  Sir  Courtly  Nice  dre fling,  Men  and  Women  finging  to  him. 

Sir  Co.  Very  fine!  extreamly  fine.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  will  you  do  me  the 
favour  to  walk-in,  and  accept  of  a fm a 11  Collation  f 1 am  in  lo me  hall  to  drefs 
upon  an  extraordinary  occafion.  Yoffl  Pardon  me? — -your  very  humble  Ser- 
vant.— (Exit  Muftck.,) 

Ser.  Very  fine. 

Sir  Co.  You  Sot,  \was  very  barbarous. 

Ser.  Your  honour  laid  ’twas  very  fine. 

Sir  Co.  You  CJowo,  don’t  you  know' what  belongs  to  a Gentleman  t Com- 

D plaifance 


3 S Sir  Courtly  Nice  : 

plaifance  is  the  very  thing  of  a Gentleman  ; The  thing  that  fhew’s  a Gentleman. 
Wherever  I go,  all  the  World  cryes  that’s  a Gentleman,  my  life  on’c  a Gentle* 
man  ^ and  when  y’ave  faid  a Gentleman,  you  have  faid  all. 

Ser.  Is  there  nothing  elfe  Sir  belongs  to  a Gentleman  l 

Sir  Co.  Yes,  Bon  mine , fine  Hands,  a .Mouth  well  furnifh’d— 

Ser.  With  fine  Language. 

Sir  Co.  Fine  Teeth  you  fot  ^ fine  Language  belongs  to  Pedants  and  poor  Fel- 
lows that  live  by  theirWits.  Men  of  Quality  areaboveWit.  Tis  true  for  our  diver- 
sion fometimes  we  write,  but  we  ne’r  regard  Wit.  I write  but  I never  writ  any  Wit, 
Ser . How  then  Sir  ? 

Sir  Co.  I write  like  a Gentleman,,  foft  and  eafie. 

Ser . Does  your  Honour  write  any  Plays  ? 

Sir  Co.  No,  that’s  Mechanick,  I bellow  fome  Garniture  on  Plays,  as  a Song  or 
a Prologue. 

Ser.  Then  your  Honour  is  only  a Haberdafher  o’*  fmall  Wares 
Sir  Co.  A Haberdafher,  you  fawcy  Rafcal  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

2.  Ser.  Here’s  one  Mr.  Surly,  to  vifit  your  Honour. 

Sir  Co.  Snrlyr  what  the  Devil  brings  him  hither  ? 

2.  Ser,  He  has  been  walking  about  the  Rooms  this  quarter  of  an  hour,  and-, 
Wou*d  not  let  me  bring  him  in*  till  he  had  fould  ’em  all  with  his  dirty  Shoes. 
SirCc.  A Naufcous,  Beaflly,  Sloven, Clown,  Fool,  Sot. 

Enter  Surly. 

Dear  Mr.  Surly  your  moft  humble  Servant.  (Sir  Co.  Bows  to  receive  him* 

Sur.  What,  are  you  unbu — buckling  my  Shone  ? 

( Stir.  is  Drunk,  jhammars^ndbekhes.)- 

Sir  Co.  Dear  Mr.  Surly , — he  flunks  horribly [afide. 

How  came  1 to  enjoy a very  Polecat [afidt. 

This  great  happynefs? pox  / foh  t you  and  I have  been  long  [ajide. 

pq*es0  and  I’m  amaz’d  to  fee  you  at  my  kvee. 

Sur.  I begin  to  think,  thou  art  a good  honeft  Fellow,  and  have  a mind  we 
ihou’d  no  longer  be  two  lo — lo — Loggerheads,  but  one. 

Sir  Co  Dear  Sir,  you  are  always  fo  divertifing  y Well  Sir, (hall  1 beg  a favour 
of  you  ? 

Sur.  What’s  that  ? 

Sir  Co.  Leave  to  drefs  before  you,  Sir.  l am  to  meet  fome  fine  Women  today 3 
me  prefen  tly.  t 

Sir.  Prethee  drefs*  and  be  damnd — - fhaU  we  di — dine  together  > 

Sir  Co.  Yes  Sir*  I fuppofe,  and  Sup  too.- — 

Sur.  That’s  kind,  well  when? 

Sir  Co.  About  Five  o’  clock  Sir. 

Sur.  Where  ? 

Sir  Co.  In  the  Kings  Box,  Sir, 

'Sur.  Mull  you  and  I,  dine  in  the  Kings  Box  ? 

Sir  Co.  Oh  l deareft  ! I beg  your  Pardon  Ten  thoufand  times,  I thought  yois 
ssk’d  me  where  1 foou’i  meet  the  Lady. 


* Or,  it  cannot  Be.  i <j* 

Bur.  Pox  o’  the  Lady  ; I ask  where  we  (hall  Dine  ? 

Sir  Co.  Really  Sir  I don’t  know,  1 can’c  put  my  head  into  one  o your  beaitly 
eating  houfes,  nor  fwallow  the  filthy  meat  you  eat  there,  if  you’d  give  me  One 
houndred  pound. 

Sur.  Filthy  Meat  ? Sir  I eat  as  good  Meat  as  you  dp. 

Sir  Co.  Oh!  dear  Mr.  Surly*;  no  doubt  the  meat  in  its  own  nature  may  be  very 
innoc  ent  *,  but  when  once  it  has  committed  familiarity  with  the  bealtly  Fills  of 
Cooks  and  Butchers,  ’tis  to  me  an  unpardonable  Sinner.  My  Butcher  cuts  up  ail 
his  Meat  with  a Fork. 

Sur.  Does  he  cut  up  an  Ox  with  a Fork  ? 

Sir  Co.  Ay,  and  he  cuts  up  an  Ox  as  neatly  as  a Lady  does  a Partridge. 

Sur.  Well,  then  i’le  accept  o’  thy  Dinner.  # 

Sir  Co.  Dear  Sir, your  moll  humble  Servant*,  pox  on  him  (afide)  I wim  I be 
capable  o’  the  great  happynefs.  For  I came  but  lafl  Night  from  my  Country 
houfe,  and  I queftion  whether  I have  all  things  in  order  or  no.  Whofe  there  ? 
are  all  things  brought  from  my  Country  houfe  ? t 

Ser . No  Sir,  your  Butler  has  forgot  your  Salt 

Sir  Co.  Left  my  Salt  / carelefs  Rafcal.  Let  him  take  Horfe  immediately* 

Ser.  Sir  he's  rid  poll  for  it. 

Sur . Rid  poll  for  Salt?  whether? 

Sir  Co.  To  my  Country  houfe. 

Sur.  How  far's  that  off? 

Sir  Co.  But  a little  way,  not  above  Forty  miles. 

Sur.  Send  Forty  miles  out  o' London  for  Salt?  Is  there  not  Salt  enough  in  London 
for  you  ? 

Sir  Co.  Ay,  fluff  pawm’d  by  Butlers  and  Waiters,  they  take  up  the  Wenches 
coats,  then  handle  the  Salt. 

Sur.  Here’s  a Rogue — ( afide ) well  come  lets  drink  a Glafs  o’  Wine  then? 

Sir  Co.  Oh ! dear  Mn  Surly , if  you  name  Wine,  you  make  me  throw  up  my 
Soul.  I have  abhor’d  Wine  ever  fince  I was  in  France , and  faw  what  barbarous 
Education  they  give  that  generous  Creature.  Duce  take  me,  Sir,  if  the  Clowns 
don’t  prefs  all  the  Grapes  with  their  filthy  naked  Feet.  Oh  ! beaftly  nally  Dogs  ! 
no  wonder  we  are  poyfon’d  with  their  Wine. 

Sur.  Prethee  what  o’  that  ? the  Wine  purges  before  it  comes  over. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  l Lord  Mr.  Surly  what  a Phrafe  is  there  ? you’l  Pardon  my  Free- 
dom, Sir  ? — 

Sur.  Moll  civil  Coxcomb  (afide)  well  what  mull  we  drink,  for  drink  I mull  ? 

Sir  Co.  I have  feveral  drinks  of  my  own  compofmg  at  your  Service,  as  Mwd?l 
Syder , Ale.— 

Sur.  Ale?  there’s  Sauce  fora  Woodcock.  Come  let’s  tafl  a Bottle. 

Sir  Co.  Fetch  a Bottle  j This  Fellow  will  Poyfon  me.- — • , (ajtdey 

Sur.  Well  I come  to  requefla  favour  o’  thee. 

Sir  Co.  Your  moll  humble  Servant  Sir,  how  deV  like  this  Cravat? 

Sur.  What’s  that  to  my  bufinefs?  I come  to  make  a requell  to  thee. 

Sir  Co.  ’T is  well  tyed  too,  with  a great  deal  o’  humour. 

Sur.  A Pox  on  thee,  mind  me. 

Sir  Co.  Your  raoft  humble  Servant  Sir. 
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Sur.  1 am  going  to  make  Love. 

Sir  Co.  Before  you  drink  Sir  ? 

Sur.  Before  I drink  Sir. . , . n . 

Sir  Co.  Well  Sir,  fince  you1!  have  it  fo,  1 le  wait  on  you  down  flair. 

Sur.  Is  the  Devil  in  the  Fellow  ? I tell  thee  I’m  going  to  make  love- 
Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Lord  Sir,  1 beg  your  pardon  a thoufand  times. 

Sur.  And  I come  to  beg  thy  affiftance. 

sIr.CFor0thou  haft  /knack  on  t.  Thou  art  the  only  Court  Card -Women  love 
toolav  wifh ; the  very  Pam  at  Lanttreloo , the  Knave  that  picks  up  all. 

Sir  L oh  '.  Sir,  you  are  fo  obliging-,— and  {linking— -Pox  take  him— 

And  kis  a Very  pretty  W°oman  Pm  in  Love  with-,  my  Lord  Boards 

Si  s"  my  Ik  was  bon,  for  my  co„f»Soo  t**.  > ». 

Sir,  I have  the  honour  offome  Imall  acquaintance  thei  e. 

Skc/oh'  dea/sir?  you'  have  a great  Talent  of  your  own. 
s/,  But  thine’s  a be’tter.  One  thing  I am^fure  thou  may’t  d 


him  he’s  a Son  of  a Whore.  ■>  ^ 


If  cl  afsV^^rtunate.,  I ha’  no  manner  o’ Geniua  to  that  fort 

o1  Converiation.  proceeds  Pie  not  only  Libel  him,  but 

*»•  ,s?f  ™y  rtrJtir  LecpS5».‘  «»>  *»»  i'im  ,hrouBt!  th= 

twe'ag  him  by  the  Note,  Kick  rmr,  ^ & (inigsSivCtb 

Gyts.  Prethee  tell  him  this. 

Sir  Co  Oh/'  pra)  Sir  give  me  Ayr*. 

Sur.  Prethee  do. 

Sir  Co.  Sir  I am  ready  r 

Sur,  And  thou  wilt  tell  the  Pupy  this 

»c-  >-  ^ ,hWm  „a  Gif, 

r , a roiuur  fo  is  the  drink  come  ? nil  a GlafSj 
Sur.  Then  thou  art  an  hone  drink  after  your  Matter  ? 

"a:  t^a 

SSS  toft  i«pon»8  «» 

‘“-rpcon’r,  aKholsgolp*®”1*  "ay,  corned  wUhlr.  'Tirmy 

M^“'Fc.lo^ch=De.R-  ^ 

fTc?*  ”n“  !'».  ‘fomtaraft’d  Cnee  I w.e  born— 

d0”D-  “ 1 “ * "*  h°nibI' 
Qck  after  it. — hAnr/Vellow,  now  l’le  kifs  thee. 

£'  § m w*3“» * Mt 


Snr<  I fwear  I will. 

Sir  Co.  vTay  but  you’!  diforder  me. 

Sttr.  I fwear  I will. 

Sir  Co.  But  Sir  I’m  going  upon  your  occafions  to  your  Miftrefs. 

Sur.  Nay  then  Tie  give  thee  two  k ides,  one  for  thy  felf  and  another  for  her. 
Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Hell.(  afide  JL  nay  but  Mr.  Surly . 

S.nr.  I fwear  I will.  [_hffes  him  and  belches — — ] 

This  Bottle  Beer  is  damn’d  windy —well  honeft  Nice  farewell  to  thee.  [Exit. 

Sir  Co.  Who’s  there?  I’m  Tick  to  death, — to  death! lead  me  in — get 

my  bed  ready — -and  a Bath — and  fome  Perfumes — I’m  fick  to  death*- — I’m 
dead.  . C Exit.  ] 

Scene  Lord  Belguard’s  Houfe.  Enter  Bell,  with 
Farewells  Picture  in  his  hand . 

Bell . Thou  horrid  Vifion  ! wou’d  I had  met  with  the  worft  Fiend  in  Hell,  rather 
than  thee  } in  thee  there  is  a Legion  exciting  .me  to  Blood— blood— * Who’s  there?; 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord — 

Bell . My  Coach — to  blood — blood. 

Enter  Leonora  and  Aunt. 

Leo . To  Blood  ? what  means  my  Brother  ? 

Bell.  Be  gone. 

Leo..  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  ? 

An.  Blefsus!  Nephew  what  ailes  you  ? 

Leo.  Alas  my  Lord,  I fear  you  are  a going  to  quarrel. 

Bell.  Yes,  I’m  going  to  puniOi  one  who  Violates  my  Fathers,  my  Will  and 
calls  my  Mother  Whore. 

Leo . What  execrable  Wretch  is  that  ?. 

Bed.  Thy  felf. 

Leo.  Me? 

Bell . Yes,  what  d oil  thou  elfe  but  proclaim  our  Mother  falfe,  when  fhe  con- 
ceiv’d a thing  fo  oppofite  to  all  our  Fathers  race  as  thou  art  ? 

Leo . In  what  ? 

Bell.  In  Infamy*,  when  wns  there  afpot  in  our  name,  till  Heaven  for  our  fins 
fent  thee  amo^g  us  ? and  I am  going  todeftroy  thee  in.  thy  lewd  undoer. 

Leo.  1 knowof.no  reproach  in  our  Family  but  your  madnefs,  deftroy  that. 
What  are  your  Spyes  and  Coxcombs,  but  fo  many'  Capital  Letters,  wherein 
you  write  over  your  Door,  My  Sifter  is  a wanton  Woman. 

Bell.  ’Tis  truth,  you  are  not  only  a wanton,  but  a wicked  Woman}  not; 
only  Intrigue,  but  with  the  Enemy  of  our  Family,  Fareml. 

Ah.  How  ? 

Leo.  I am  betray’d — [_afsde. 

Bed.  Do  you  blufh  ? 

Leo.  At  your  Folly.. 

Bell.  Dare  you  deny  .it  ?' 

Leo.  Who  dare  accufe  me? 

Bell.  This  Pi&ure,  which  I found  in  your  Chamber, 

Ah.  Horrid  Creature  /—I  fhalj  fwoon  away. 
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Leo.  'How  /hall  I king  off  this  ( afide ) All  this  noife  for  3 Pi&ure  ? if  you 
had  found  a little  humane  Effigies  in  fwadling  Clouts,  there  might  ha"1  been  Cows 

fquawling. 

An.  Do  you  laugh  at  your  fliame  ? 

Bell . She  fhall  ha’  no  caufe. 


Leo.  Do,  kill  me,  before  you  know  whether  he’s  guilty  or  no. 

Bell.  I’le  know  it  from  himfelf.  If  he  denys  it,  it  will  be  fome  revenge  to  make 
him  dab  his  Soul  with  Lies.  He  (hall  fwear  not  only  that  he  never  did,  but  never 
will  fend  fo  much  as  an  Imagination  to  you. 

Leo.  Do,  ifyouwou’d  force  him  hither,  what  charm  to  a Man  of  Spirit  like 
daring  ? 

Bell.  She  fpeaks  fence  in  that.  ( afide. 

Leo.  If  you  wou’d  be  fighting,  fight  your  own  jealoufie,  which  abufes  you 
worfe  than  Mr.  Farewel  can  do,  my  Honour  prote&s  you  from  him  ; but  nei- 
ther Wit  or  Honour,  can  guard  you  from  the  rude  infolence  of  your  jealou* 
lie,  which  is  now  fending  you  of  an  Errant,  a Footman  o’  Spirit  wou’d  fcorn 
to  Proclaim  the  dilhonour  of  your  own  Sifler.  Fye/  Fye! 

Bell.  And  fo  I mud  fit  down  tamely  with  this  abufe  / 

Leo.  You  are  not  abus’d,  the  Pidure  was  found  at  Church. 

Ah.  At  Church  f do  you  intrigue  as  Church  / 

Bell.  They  do  nothing  elfe,  the  Church  is  almoft  as  bad  as  the  Porch. 

Ah.  Nay  there’s  lhameful  doings,  that’s  the  trutii  on’t,  it  provokes  my  Flelh 
£0  &e  how  the  young  Men  fling  their  Eyes  about. 

Leo.  And  not  upon  her. [afide~] 

Ah.  But  ’cisno  marvail}  when  Women  will  encourage  ’em.  No  Fellows  dare 
gape  upon  me,  becaufe  I never  encourage  Fellows. 

Leo.  A Face  of  fifty  is  fmall  encouragement. 

Bell.  Nay  no  wonder  the  Devils  caufe  thrives,  he  has  a numerous  Clergy, 
Heaven  has  but  one  Minider  in  the  Church,  and  whil’d  he  is  Preaching  Divini* 
ty,  the  Devil  has  a thoufand  of  both  Sexes,  by  all  the  Oratory  of  looks  and 
drefles,  preaching  Fornication  and  Adultery. 

An.  Too  true,  well  (he’s  certainly  undone.  I dare  not  examine  her  Breads, 
If  there  fhou’d  be  anything  in ’em,  I fhou’d  dye. 

Leo.  In  my  breads/ 

An.  Ay,  Gentlewoman,  do  you  think  I regard  your  Flim  flam  dory  o’  the 
Church/ 

Leo . ’Tis  not  my  Story,  my  Woman  found  it  in  Wefim'wfter  Abby^  at  Prayers, 
and  I knowing  what  work  wou’dbe  made  with  it,  commanded  her  to  burn  it, 
and  fhe  has  dar’d  to  diffobey  me. 

Worn.  Indeed,  Madam,  I thought  to  have  prefented  it  to  a Freind  o’  mine  \ 
and  laying  it  out  o’  my  hand  unfortunately  in  your  Honours  Chamber,  my 
Lord  found  it. 

Bell.  Oh  ! how  nimbly  fhe  takes  the  lye  at  the  firft  rebound  ? 

An.  Out  upon  you  \ Pm  extream  fick — lead  me  in  — not  you — you  are 
not  fit  to  touch  a Woman  o’  my  Virtue.  Thefe  things  have  drange  impreffion 
upon  me. — {Exit.) 

Leo.  That  you  don’t fiaare  in ’em — * {afide.) 


Bell. 


*1 


Belt.  Pray,  Sifter  ? go  out  o’  my  fight,  you  are  an  horrour  to  me." 

Leo . Your  own  Dreams  are.  Y’are  as  mad  as  a Prophet,  you  have  always 
before  your  Eyes  a Vifionof  Horns  and  Whores. 

Bell.  All  this  goes  upon  the  fcore  of  Far cweFs  heart-blood  if  he  be  guilty,  He 
make  enquiry  prefently,  and  fcearch  at  what  gap  this  Treachery  entered. 

Leo.  Oh  / unfortunate  negligence  ! [afide^  [Exit. -2 

Enter  Hothead. 

Bell.  Who’s  there,  Couitn  Hot-head^  Tefiimony  f 
Hop.  Oh  / are  you  here  f 

Bell.  Ay,  to  your  forrow,  if  you  have  play’d  me  falfe. 

Hot.  You  ha’  ferv’d  me  finely. 

Bell.  Do  you  firft  complain  f 
Hot.  Coupled  me  with  a Dog? 

Bell . But  you  ha**  Coupled  my  Sifter  Sir, 

Hot.  With  a Fanatkk  Rogue. 

Bell . No — with  a finer  Gentleman.  Who  brought',  this  Pifture  t 
Hot.  The  common  Fire- fork  of  Rebellion. 

Bell.  A Fire- fork. — Fork  me  no  Forks — -Who  brought  this  Picture  f 
Hot.  The  rotten  rump  fhou’d  ha’  been  burnt — when  ’twas  only  RoaftecL 
Bell.  The  rotten  Rump — -Anfwer  me  or  He  fight  thee. 

Hot.  Anfwer  you  what  i9 

Bell.  Who  brought  this  Pi&ure  ? I found  it  in  my  Sifters  Chamber. 

Hot.  Then  your  Fanatick  Rogue  convey’d  it  thither  to  make  me  fufpeSed-,  . 
out  of  his  malice  to  the  Common-Prayer.  Vie  cut  the  Rogue  to  Pieces, 

Enter  Teftimony  with  a great  Sword  by  bis  fide* 

Bell.  Tefiimony. 

Tefi.  I am  here. 

Bell.  How  now^S worded  ? 

Tefi . To  preferve  my  Life.  My  life  is  threatned  by  that  bloody  Papifh 
Hot.  How,  Sirrah?  dare  you  think  of  fighting  me  ? 

Tefi , Yes,  and  hope  to  do  it,  through  Providence. 

Bell.  Drawing  before  me  f fHot.  andTeli*  offer  to  draw.} 

Hot.  Will  you  proteft  a Fanatick  ? I fee  what  you  are. 

Well  Sirrah,  though  I may  not  cut  your  Throat,  fie  choak  you  Sirrah. 

Tefi.  De’e,  hear  the  bloody  Papift?  He’l  throttle  me. 

Hot.  Sirrah,  Pie  cram  the  Oaths  ofAllegiance, and  Supremacy  into  you, and  they! 
ftick  in  your  Throat, though  Treafon  wont, and  fo  Pie  to  a Juftice  prefently.  (Ex, 
Bell,  and  ftay  with  him,  and  never  plague  me  more.  Now  Sir  do  you  refolve 
my  queftion. 

Tefi.  I do  refolve  I will  not  take  the  Oaths> 

Bell.  I do  not  ask  you  about  the  Oaths. 

Tefi.  Why,  if  you  ask  me  Ten  thoufand  times,  I will  not  take  the  Oaths. 

Bell.  Did  one  ever  fee  fuch  a Coxcomb  ? 

Tefi . Call  me  what  you  pleafe,  1 will  not  take  the  Oaths— So  do  your  Worft.f£^v 
Bell.  A very  «fine  account  of  my  bufinefs. 

Enter  a Servant. 


Ser.  My  Lord  a Gentleman  defires  to  fpeak  with  your  Honour. 


Bed. 


Bell.  I’m  not  to  be  fpoke  with,  I’m  a broad — - my  Soul  Is  — in  the  heart  of 
Farewell  ripping  it  up  for  this  Secret.  What  Gentleman  ? 

Ser.  One  from  th*  Eaft-Indies^ My  Lord,he  brings  a Letter  from  your  Uncle  Rich. 
Bell.  He  comes  in  a Storm  y he  will  find  worfe  Weather  here,  than  any  he 
met  at  Sea.  But  He  endeavour  to  compofe  my  felf — -admit  him. — 

Enter  a Man  dr  eft  like  a Aler  chant. 

Man.  My  Lord,  your  Lordfhips  molt  humble  Servant.  I perceive  your  Lord- 
fhiphas  forgot  me } yon  will  know  me  better,  when  I acquaint  you,  who  I 
am.  My  Father  had  the  honour  of  being  a Retainer  to  your  Lordfhips  Fa- 
ther, oi  Honourable  memory  } and  fen t me  fome  Years  fince  to  the  Eaft  Indies, 
in  the  Service  of  your  Noble  Uncle,  Mr.  Rich.  My  name  is  Waytewel. 

Bell.  Oh  ! Mr.  Waytewel , I am  glad  to  fee  ya’Vtruly  you  are  fo  chang’d,  if  you 
had  not  told  me  who  you  was,  l fhou’d  never  ha’  known  you. 

Alan.  I believe  fo  my  Lord — for  I’m  fure  you  never  faw  my  Face  before,  but 
the  Pi&ure  of  it  you  have — for  Waytewel  was  my  Pidhire.  { afide ) Time  and 

Travels  will  altera  Man,  but  truly  I have  loft  nothing  by  my  Travels  but  my 
Countenance;  and  in  the  room  have  gotten  what’s  better,  a convenient  fmall 
competency  of  fome  Seven  or  Eight  thoufand  pound  Heaven  and  your  Uncles 
love  be  prais’d.  I have  brought  Your  Lordfhip  fome  Letters  from  your  No- 
ble Uncle,  and  a fmall  Prefen^  of  fome  Threefcore  thoufand  pound. 

Bed  How  ? 

Man . Only  the  trouble  of  it,  my  Lord.  Your  Uncle  contra&cd  in  th’  Indies  an 
intimate  Friendship  with  Sir  Nicholas  Calico^ Prefident  for  the  Eaft  India  Company. 
Sir  Nicholas  dyed,  and  left  moft  part  of  his  Eftate  ( which  was  near  a Hundred 
thoufand  pound, ) to  his  only  Son,  Sir  Thomas.  But  poor  Sir  Thomas  happen’d  in 
his  Fathers  Life  time  to  fill  into  a Diftemper,  which  gave  him  a feurvy  flaw  in  his 
Brain,  that  Sir  Nicholas  left  him  and  all  his  Eftate  to  your  Uncles  Guardianship. 
Now  your  Noble  Uncle  perceiving  his  affairs  are  like  to  detain  him  many  Years  in 
th’  Indies , and  fearing  if  he  fhou’d  dye,  poor  Sir  Thomas  might  bw  cheated  of  ail , he 
has  like  a Worthy  and  honeft  Gentleman,  fent  Sir  Thomas  and  all  his  Eftate  to  your 
Lordfhips  care,  as  thefe  Letters  will  teftifie.  I fuppofe  your  Lordfhip  is  well  ac- 
quainted with  your  Uncles  Hand  and  Seal. 

Bel.  I am,  and  this  is  his  Hand  and  Seal,  reads— um — um — urn — to  preferve 
him  from  being  cheated  here,  or  beg’d  in  E?tgland,  I take  the  boldnefs  to  recom- 
mend him,  to  the  care  of  fo  Nobie  a Perfon  as  your  Lordfhip—  um—  um—  um  — 

Well  Sir  the  Letter  exprcflls  what  you  told  me. Where  is  the  Gentleman. 

Man.  I brought  him  along  with  me  ; he’s  in  the  next  room,  my  Lord.  Poor 
Gentleman,  he  hastheeddeit  Phrafes  and  ways  with  him.  He  will  needs -be  at- 
tended like  a great  Indian  Mandarine , or  Lord.  And  has  brought  with  him  feveral 
Siamtcs  and  Bantammers,  that  ferve  him  as  his  Slaves,  in  the  ridiculous  Drefies 
and  Modes  of  their  own  Countries,  we  had  fuck  a gaping  Rabble  after  us,  as  we 
came  along.  • 

Bed.  Pray  call  him  in,  1 long  to  fee  him.— 

Man.  Sir  Thomas pray  come  to  my  Lord. 

Enter  Crack  ridicidoufly  drifts  attended  by  Men , in  the 
Habits  of  Sianmes,  And  Bantammers. 

Cr.  Which  is  the  Peer?  :?•*  ' v,  . 


Man.  This  is  my  Lord. 

Cr.  Great  Peer,  your  extream  humble  Servant 

Bell.  Your  Servant  Sir,  you  are  recommended  to  me,  by  my  Uncle. 

Cr.  1 know”  it  my  Lord,  and  am  molt  incomparably  oblig’d  to  him. — -He  is  a 
Perfon,  my  Lord,  that  as  to  the  altitudes  o^riendfliip?  and  the  moft  glorious  Cir- 
cumftances of  a Singular  Perfon,  is  not  to  be  call  up  by  the  Logarithmes  of  Ora- 
tory, nor  his  Latitude  to  be  taken  by  the  quadrangle  of  Circumlocution. 

Bell.  So 1 find  I fhall  ha’  ftoreo’  Non-fence.  . 

Cr.  My  Lord,  I’m  a Perfon  that  as  to  the  Circumftances  of  Money,  am  not  in- 
differently contemptible  j and  as  to  the  circumftances  of  Honour,  I am  by  profe- 
ffion  a Merchant,  by  Generation  a Knight.  Sir  Nicholas  Calico  applying  his  Per- 
fon to  my  Mother,  was  the  Author  of,  Sir,  Your  humble  Servant. 

Bells  So  the  Letter  fays. 

Cr.  The  Letter  contains  Verity. 

Bell  '.  Pox  I fhall  be  teaz’d. 

Cr.  One  thing  more  Sir,  I am  a Perfon  that  as  to  underftanding,  am  under  the 
circumftances  of  Witchcraft.  I lov’d  in  th’  Indies,  a fair  Chriftian  Curiofity , and 
a naufeous  Indian  Baggage,  had  a mind  to  apply  to  my  Perfon  her  Tawny  Cir- 
cumftances j and  finding  Ihe  cou’d  not  obtain  her  Ambition,  applys  herfelfto 
an  Indian  Bawd,  and  Bewitches  me. 

Bell.  Plhaw  ! Bewitc’d ! what  fluffs  here? (afide.) 

Cr.  Bewitches  me  Sir,  what  follow’s  thereupon  ? a loathing  in  me  of  Females  ? 

I abhor  Women  ^ fall  into  Agonys  when  I fee  Women.  Pray  let  me  fee  no  Women* 

Bell.  You  fhall  not  Sir. 

Cr.  Pray  my  Lord,  no  Women. 

Bell,  lie  warrant  you  Sir. 

Cr.  But  as  much  Supper  as  you  pleafe,  my  Lord. 

Bell.  You  fhall  Sir. 

Cr.  You  are  highly  civiliz’d.  • 

Man.  I told  Your  Honour  he  had  fuch  odd  ways  *,  well  My  Lord,  as  foon  as 
the  Ship  is  come  up  the  River,  which  will  be  in  few  days,  I’le  bring  the  Cap- 
tain to  wait  upon  Your  Lordfhip,  with  the  account  of  Sir  Thomas  his  Eftate, 
Aboard  ; which  will  amount  to  Forty  thoufand  pound,  befides  Ten  thoufand 
pound  he  has  brought  a fliore  in  rough  Diamonds.  So,  My  Lord,  your  very 
humble  Servant.  Sir  Thomas  your  Servant,  I leave  you  in  good  hands, 

Cr.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 

Bell.  I’le  order  things  for  you.  I muft  difpofe  this  Man  quickly,  for  I’m 
horribly  weary  of  him,  and  alfo  impatient  to  go  about  my  Affairs. 

Leo.  ’Tis  he—  I’m  fure  tis  he — - ( Leo.  peeps.  ) 

Bell.  How  now  Sifter  ? what’s  your  bufinefs  here  ? 

Leo.  Staring  at  this  ftrange  fort  o’  Man. 

Bell.  You  were  no  Woman  elfe  — pray  get  from  him  fpeedily. 

Leo.  You  are  not  jealous  of  a Mad-man.  fure  ? he’s  mad  is  he  not  ? 

Bell.  Yes,  and  impertinently  brings  me  vexation  too  from  the  Indies,  at  a 
time  when  I’ve  enough  at  home,  as  every  Man  has,  that  keeps  a Woman.  Pray 
get  from  him,  he  hates  to  fee  Women.  (Exit.) 

Leo.  Hates  to  fee  Women  ? ha ! ha  / Sir  Thorns  Calico  your  humble  Servant, 

E * you 
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you  are  welcome  from  the  Indies  •,  but  have  a care  of  being  difcover’d  leaft  you 
be  under  the  clrcumftances  of  a Cudgel. 

Cr.  Truly  Madam,  I exped  to  have  fomething  ftick  by  my  ribs  prefently,  that 
is  to  fay  a good  Supper  *,  which  I have  ordered.  My  Lord  and  I will  fup  together 
and  you  and  Mr.  F drew  el.  ^ 

Leo . We  fup  together  ? where  ? in  the  Grave  ? a fatal!  accident  has  hapned,  will 
bring  us  both  thither.  My  Brother  has  found  Mr.  Farewells  Pifture  in  my  Chamber. 
Cr.  He  fhall  not  keep  it,  he  lhall  deliyer  both  Picture  and  jealoulie. 

Leo . Then  thou  art  a Mailer.  I told  him  my  Woman  found  it  in  Wefiminfier^ 
Abby  *,  may  be  thou  may’ll:  make  fomething  out  o*  that  ? 

Cr.  Stay  let  me  conlider  Wefiminfter-Abby , or  the  Abby  of  Wefiminfter urn 

um- — Let  me  alone—— lx  gone — he  comes.  » ( Exit  Lzo.) 

Enter  Bell. 

. Bell.  Come  Sir,  let  me  wait  on  you  to  your  Chamber. 

Cr.  Hold,  my  Lord,  a word,  I have  bulinefs  of  great  conference,!  muft  hum- 
bly apply  to  your  under  Handing. 

Bell.  So,  I muft  be  hindred  with  more  Non-fence.  ( a fide.) 

Cr.  I’ve  in  the  Indies , a delicate  peice  of  my  Fathers  Rib,  I beg  your  Lordfnip 
to  advife  me  in  the  difpofal. 

Bell  Oh/difpofe  it  how  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Cr.  ’Tis  a Sifter  1 mean,  Sir. 

Bell.  Oh  .’  that’s  fomething. 

Cr.  She’s  fweet  and  flender  as  a Clove, and  is  worth  two  Millions  o’  Coxcombs— 
Three  hundred  of ’em  comes  to  Three  Farthings  ^’tis  a Chinefe  Mony.  This  Mony. 
makes  her  much  fought  in  Marriage  : The  great  Hobbommoccoes  o’  the  Indies  come 
gallopping  upon  Elephants,  Camels,  Rhinocerofes,  and  Oxen  to  fee  her.  Now  my 
Father  was  under  the  circumftances  of  great  obligation,  to  a Gentleman  in  Fng~ 
and  out  o’  gratitude  to  him,  ordered  me  on  his  Death  bed,  to  beftowr  my 
Sifter  on  his  Son,  and  Heir,  if  his  a&ions  . have  any  fort  o’  finile  in ’em  to  his 
incompatible  Father,  which  is  the  query.  Pray,  refolve  it. 

Bell,  Firft  let  me  know  the  Gentleman. 

Cr  . You  lhall,  l’le  give  you  a Map  of  his  Face.a  Pifture  contain’d  in  my  poo-, 
jfcet—  ha  ! — I ha’  loft  it,  — — I ha’  loft  it.— — 

Bell ; Tell  me  his  Name,  Sir. 

Cr,  I ha’  dropt  it  out  o’ my  pocket. 

Btli  I,  but  his  Name. 

<Qr,  I;  ha’  dropt  it  out  o’  my  pocket. 

BsiL  Ha’  you  dropt  his  Name  out  o’  your  pocket  ? his  Name  Sir  & 

Cr,  Oh!  his  Name,  Tie  tell  you  both  his  Name,  and  Cogname.  His  Name  is. 
rj^dreWj  his  Cogname  Far  erne  l, 

""  Bel  Farewel  ? what  comes  into  my  head  ? Sir  can  you  guefs  where  you  might 
feofe  this  Picture? 

Crr  A guefs  may  be  obtain’d — by  the  Prayers  of  Marriners.- — 

Bell.  No  other  way  ? thofe  I feldome  here  off.—- 

qrl  I was.  drawn  down-—  ftaylst  me  fee— remembrance. . begins,  to  be 
i$le—  has . LqvAoa,  no  plgce  in  the  Weft  ? • 


Cr , Ay,  but  fomething  very  Weft  ? Xbmething  callM  Weft  ? ' 

Yes — there’s  Wefi-Smithfield, 

Cr.  That’s  not  th’  appellative.  Is  there  no  Monfter  in  the  Weft,  call’d 
Weftmonfter  ? f 

Bell.  Weftminfter  I believe  you  mean. 

Cr.  Y’ave  nick’d  it.  To  Weftminfier  I rode,  to  behold  the  Glorious  circum** 
ftances  o’ the  Dead  j and  diving  into  my  pocket,  to  prefent  the  reprefenter  with 
a Gratification,  I am  fully  confirm’d,  I then  loft:  it , for  my  Eyes  and  the 
Pidure  had  never  any  rencounter  fmce. 

Bell.  This  exadly  agrees  with  my  Sifters  ftory,  what  a Prodigious  thing  is 
this  ? a difeovery  o’  my  Sifters  innocence,  fent  to  me  from  th’  Indies,  in  a heap 
o’ Non- fence?  and  info  Critical  a minute  j excellent  Providence  ? 

Cr.  What’s  an  excellent  Providence,  Sir,  that  I ha’  loft  my  Pidure? 

Bell.  No  Sir,  that  I ha’  found  your  Picture. — - 

Cr.  Found  my  Pidure  ? 

Bell  Ay,  Sir,  ’twas  found  by  a Friend  o’  mine,  in  Weftminfter- Abby  — there 


it  is. — 

Cr.  Oh  ! my  Pidure ! — • my  Pidure  ! — « mry  Pidure ! — 

Bell , Oh ! my  eas’d  heart ! 

Cr.  Oh ! my  Pidure ! my  Pidure  ! my  pretty  Pidure ! 

My  Lordlmuft  requite  this  favour,  open  that  Casket,  and  give  my  Lord  a 
handful  of  Diamonds. 

Bell.  A handful  o’  Diamonds.  |fe 

Cr.  Ay,  my  Lord,  I beg  vour  Pardon  for  the  inconfiderablenefs  o’  the  Prefent* 
Bell.  Inconfiderablenefs?  what  a Market  wou’d  fome  make  o’  this  Man  put 
up  your  Diamonds. 

Cr.  By  no  means,  my  Lord. 

Bell.  Put ’em  up  Sir,  or  you’i  diffoblige  me. 

.Cr,  You  overwhelm  me  with  Favours,  I wifh  I had  you  at  my  houfe  iu 


Bantam. 


Bell.  I thank  you.  Sir  *,  we  are  better  where  we  are. 

Cr.  My  Lord,  you  put  me  under  the  circumftance  o’  blufhing.' 

Bell.  Pray  let  me  put  you  into  a Chamber,  to  reft  your  felf. 

• Cr.  Reft  is  good  — yours  humbly — * 

Bell.  Yours  as  humbly — What  a Fire  did  I kindle  in  my  houfe,  to  clear ,the 
Air  of  a Peftilence,  was  not  in  it?  my  Sifter  and  all  my  Family  are  innocent- 
But  what  a fantaftick  thing  is  Womens  Honour  ? 


WhiP ft  She  enjoys  it,  'tis  not  feen  or  known, 

And  yet  when  loft  Shfts  utterly  undone . 

( Exeunt  Omnetj 
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Act.  IV. 

Scene  continuer.  Enter  Violante 
and  Leonora  laughing . 


Fio. 


T TA  ' ha  ' ha  1 what  an  excellent  Fellow  is  this?  what  Engines  he 
JlTL  has  in  his  head  ? not  only  to  wind  hknfelfinto  my  Lords  houfe, 

bUttoe  IfSemte  Jo  hr  Mg’  Mr.  Wrf  hither  to  Night.  II F he : engag'd  to 

MfiKS  S3  mortified  ^humour  y now  is  the 

TZrn  Wf  wirh  .Htheinrole.ce.fa 

Virtuous  Woman.  . A 

Enter  Lord  Belguaid.  ^ 

So  mv  Lord,  have  your  Slaves  been  gathering  any  more  fcatter  d fmiles  o 
mine?  what  loads  o’ that  Gold  Sand  have  your  AfTes  brought  home. 

Bell.  They  have  heard  all,  now  1 am  a^mM  wJhew  my  Face.  ? 

Fio.  Come,  my  Lord,  wou’a  you  cor  a Woman  of  Honour  . gv 

«« -“erTu^S  iofeS”.  M»;  l Mi  Mb  him  out  o'  Piide 
»nd  "hink  my  fell  not  an  ill  tat  I peat  Women,  fince  to  pnnilh  is  a mark  of 

- *•  >” 

Wdbe  the  only  Slaves^and l Fools  to  W«  ktMendo  what  they 

nothing.  . drers  me  in  a pools  Coat,  nor  hang  fries- ; about 

Leo.  Come  Brother,  do  not  drels  mem  mv  motions.  i tan  count, 

me,  like  fo  man,  giving  Beta,  lewd  Fools,  and 

and  know  that  one  and  one  pu  ihame  uLy  themfelve-s. 

not  one  happy  pair,  as  lU  W ebc  £’  ,d  have  you  net  only  be  Virtuous 

Bell.  Sifter  I believe  you  Virtuous,  but  l wou  o _ 3 h feldomc  wife  in 
bpt  thought  fo.  And  truly a Woman  may  lx . V i »c  quefts.  and  Womens- 

Men.  company.  WM-fJ  S "”ofeo?Highway  men  in. 
Conquefts  are  p*uy  things , t ■ i • fo  Anq  yet  aq  the  buftnefs  of  their 
fhameful  Execution  on  there  1 , ^"Beauty  kyes  ambullfd  in  undrefies. 
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Charming  looks  are  fent  abroad  to  put  all  Spectators  under  a contributibn. 

Flo.  Your  Wife  mud  not  drefs  ? 

Bell . Why  fhou’d  fhe  ? I think  Womens  Poynts  and  Embroyderies,  but  fo 
many  Billet-doux  in  Needle  work. 

Flo.  She  mud  not  go  abroad  or  fee  a Play. 

Belt.  Yes,  She  may  go  to  Plays,  provided  fhe’l  fee  Plays  and  not  Fools,  it 
may  be  enter  into  Converfation  with  ’em,  and  in  dead  of  getting  Wit  from  the 
Plays,  get  Folly  from  the  Fops;  and  fo  her  Wit  being  fpoyl’d  in  her  Youth, 
and  like  a Clock  fet  wrong  in  the  Morning,  go  falfe  all  the  day  after.  Iri 
fhort,  no  Wife  or  Sider  of  mine  fhall  dabble  in  converfation  with  any  Man;  i 
hate  a Slattern  in  her  credit.  C Enter  Surly  peeping.  J 

Shy . 1’  my  confcience  1 think  I hear  Belgkard and  his  Miftrefs  quarrel  in  good 
earned.  (_afideE\ 

Flo.  Let  no  Woman  marry  a Man  ojyour  humour,  but  fhe  that  for  her  Crimes 
is  condemn’d  to  Transportation.  The  Slave  that  in  Virginia  toylsto  plant  her 
Lord  Tobacco,  is  not  more  Miferable,  than  die  that  in  your  bofom  Labours 
to  plant  a good  opinion;  both  drudge  for  Smoak.  I Team  the  Slavery,  nor 
will  marry  a King  to  encreafe  his  Dominions,  but  tolliare  ’em. 

Btlh  I offer  you  the  entire  Dominion  o’ my  felf;  only  delire  you,  not  to  aim 
at  further  conqueds. 

Flo.  I fliou  a be  a fine  Sovereign,  where  Jealoufle,  Pride,  Pvage,  and  fuch  a 
fawey  Committee  fhall  give  me  Laws;  which  they  wou\l  never  do  to  a Prince 
they  lov’d. 

Bell.  I think  I’ve  given  convincing  Proofs  of  Love. 

Flo,  When? 

Belt.  When  I offered,  Madam,  to  take  you  for  better  and  for  worfe ; thofe 
are  Heroical  Complements.  The  form  o 1 Matritn-ony  outdoes  Ovid  for  paft 
donate  expredions. 

-wFio.  Ay,  my  Lord,  but  that’s  none  o’ your  Wit,  and  I wou’d  not  have  a 
Man  o’ your  parts,  deal  other  Men’s  Phrafes ; fo  your  Lordfhips" humble  Ser- 
vant.——Come  a way.  Child.  (Exit  Vio.  and  Leo.*) 

Enter  Surly. 

Sur.  Rare!  they  V parted  ; once  a Woman  fpoke  truth.  My  Lord,  your  Ser- 
vant. I’ve  overheard  your  quarrel,  and  I honour  , you,  you  are  the  only  Man 
in  the  Nation  that  underdands  himfelf.  Lock  up  the  Women  till  theyYmu- 
dv,  better  they  fhou’d  have  a Hogo,  than  their  Reputations.  And  their  Honours 
are  not  like  their  Smocks,  whitened  by  lying  abroad. 

Bell . Nor  have  their  ador’d  Faces  the  more  efteem,  for  often  appearing. 

.Sur.  Pox  on  ’em,  they  vamifh  like  Copper,  and  the  Women  arefenfible  o fit, 
that’s  the  reafon  they  forge  new  Faces  every  time  they  go  abroad  ; and  all  the 
Arts  of  Paint  and  drefs  are  fubornYl  to  give  a Badard  beauty  Title  to  Reign,., 
becaufe  the  Legitimate  Face  is  fallen  into  contempt  by  familiarity.  No  more  to 
be  faid,  keep  your  ground  like  a man  of  honour  ; and  loofe  yourMidrefs  like 
a Coxcomb.—  (afidc.  ) ( Exit.  ) 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  An’c  pleafe  your  Honour,  Mr.  Hothead  and  Mr.  Tefiimony y are  return’d-*  , 

as  your  Honour  gaye  orders. 

" ~ Enter  ■ 


Enter  Teftimony. 

Bell  Titans  well— -come  Mr.  Tsftimony  ; here  has  been  a miftake  gave  me  & 
harfli  opinion  of  you— I’m  forry  for’c. 

, Tefi.  Oh  / my  Lord,  have  a care  of  cenfuriag  Profeflbrs — * for  a ProfefTor. — * 

Bell.  Nay,  prechee  don’t  profefs  too  much.  Iam  fatisfied  with  thee. 

Tefi.  Truly  you  would,  if  you  knew  of  what  a tender  Spirit!  am  of.  I was 
only  deluded  the  other  day  into  a Play  houfe,  and  truly  it  will  be  a burden  to 
my  Spirit  whilft  I live. 

Bell  A lack  a day,  well  I hope  you’ i be  the  more  tender  of  my  Sifter^  your 
trouble  will  not  belong.  I have  engag’d  her  to  a Gentleman,  whom  about  this 
time  1 expeft.  What  a clock  is  it  ? 

Tefi . Truly  I do  believe  it  is  about  Four,  I cannot  fay  it  pofitively  } For  I 
woifd  not  tell  a Lye  for  the  whole  World. 

Bell  This  is  an  excellent  Fellow,  if  he  be  what  he  pretends.  (knocking. 

Hark  fome  one  at  the  Door — maybe  ^cis  he — fee. 

Enter  Hothead. 

Hot.  Did  you  fend  for  me,  my  Lord  ? 

Bell . Ay,  Coulin,  to  reconcile  myfelf  to  thee’*,  I was  in  a miflake. 

Hot.  I think  you  was,  when  you  judg’d  a Rsfcally  Fanatick  a better  Man  than  I. 

Bell  The  Contrary  Coulin. — 1 think  theefo  much  the  better  Mam  F kceptnee 
to  have  an  eye  over  him,  becaufe  I dont  know  if  he  be  a Kr  a e. 

Hot.  Not  know  if  a Fanatick  be  a Knave  ? YouV  'fit  to  fit  in  t . Houle 
Peers  I faith. 

Bell.  Well,  thou  art  a very  honeft  Fellow  Coufim — ‘let  me  have  thy  Company 
But  what  are  thofe  Patches  on  thy  Face,  for  Ornament  ? 

Hot . They  are  for  Plaifters,  but  they  are  Ornaments.  I have  been  i.  a Fa- 
natick Coffee-Houfe,  and  this  is  the  Beauty  they  gave  me. 

Bell  ’Tvvas  to  reward  fome  honourable  ^Janies,  thou  gav’ft  ’em. 

Hot.  1 gave  ’em  no  wrong  names.  I call’d  ’em  Rogues  indeed,  but  that’s 
their  proper  Name  *,  and  they  all  let  their  hands  to  it  immediately,  and  fubfcribM 
themfelves  Rogues  upon  my  Chops,  the  only  true  Narrative  they  ever  writ, 

Bell.  Thou  are  a mad  Fellow. — prethee  go  in. 

Extt  Hot.  at  one  Door.  Enter  at  another  Teftimony. 

Bell  Well — who’s  at  the  Door  ? s 

Tefi.  A lamentable  Soul. 

Bell  A Begger?  ' 

Tefi.  A more  fad  Qbjeft  y but  I conceive  he  comes  rather  to  rob  than  beg, 
for  he  comes  Arm’d  with  a ftrong  Bow  and  Arrows. 

Beil.  A Bow  and  Arrows  ? what,  is  he  a Tartar  ? 

Tefi.  A Bow  and  Arrows  made  of  Ribbons,  Laces,  and  other  idle  Vanities* 
wherewith  he  intends  to  wound  your  Sifter’s  heart. 

Bell.  Oh ! the  canting  Coxcomb. 

Tefi.  Nay,  why  canting  Coxcomb  ? 

Bell  Be  gone  you  fencelefs  Afs } and  bring  in  the  Gentleman/ 

Tefi . Nay,  why  fencelefs  Afs  ? this  isunfeemly. 

BeU . He  wont  ftir. 

Tefi.  Iam  no  fencelefs  Perfon* — I ha’  more  fences  than  your  felt  i have  a 
J fence 


r,  it 


r* 


fence  o’  Vanity,  and  of  the  nothingnefs  o’  the  things  o’  this  World — *and  a 
fence  o’ Sin,  and  a fence  o’jthe  infinuating  nature  o’  Sin— I dare  not  bring 
this  wanton  frothy  young  Man  to  your  Sifter — for  fhe  is  frothy  alfo  — and 

fin  will  get  in  at  a little  cranny and  if  fin  once  get  in  his  head,  he’l  get 

in  all  his  whole  body.  Now  your  honour  has  not  that  fence  o’  thefe  things 
you  ought  to  have.  That  your  Honour  is  a fencelefs  Perfon. — - 
Bd.  How  Sirrah? — 

Tefi.  In  a fpiritual  fenfe. 

Bell.  There’s  no  getting  this  preaching  Fellow  away* — Coufin  Hothead, 


Hot.  My  Lord* 

Bell.  Why  do  you  let  this  canting  Coxcomb  plague  me  ? 

Hot.  Why  do  you  keep  fuch  a canting  Coxcomb  l let  him  plague  you,  Pox 
you,  and  Damn  you,  I don’t  care. 

Tefi.  Oh  / fad  ! oh ! fad  ! 

Hot.  Oh ! (had  ! oh  ! Sot ! 

Bell.  So,  now  I’ve  brought  ’em  both  upon  me. 

Hot.  He’s  always  tuning  his  Nofe,  too  high  too  low,  like  a Sowgelders  Horn* 
BtlL  Well  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  teli  me  who’s  at  my  Door  ? 

Hot.  Bony  One  is  coming  in  ding  dong. 

Bell.  Into  My  Door  ? who’s  at  my  Door,  1 fay  ? 

Hot . Old  Forty  One7  I’faith. 

Bell . 1 cannot  have  an  anfwer — Sirrah— -who’s  at  my  Door  ? 

Tefi.  Popery , I’m  fure  is  coming  in. 

Bell.  Into  my  Door  ? I ask  you,  who’s  at  my  Door  ? 

Tefi.  Popery  I’m  fure. 

Hot.  Roguery  I’m  fure. 

Tefi.  Popery  I’m  fure. 

Hot.  Roguery  I’m  fure. 

Bell.  Confound  you  both. 


Pa.  Yes  my  Lord. 

Bell.  So,  this  Boy  can  anfwer  , who  is  it  ? 

Pa.  Sir  Courtly  Nice , rhy  Lord. 

Bell.  Oh  ! thefe  Rogues,  have  they  made  him  wait  all  this  while  ? introduce  him ' 
quickly.  He  comes  molt  feafonably  to  rid  me  of  my  plague,  now  I’m  very  fick  of  it* 
Enter  Sir  Courtly  and  the  Page , bowing  to  one  another. 

Dear  Sir  Courtly , my  Servants  did  not  tell  me  who  you  were,  that  I;  have  ig- 
norantly made  you  wait,  I am  afham’d  to  fee  you. 

Sir  Co.  Your  Lcrdfhips  molt  humble  Servant. 

BeH.  Your  very  humble  Servant, — Page — call  my  Sifter, 


Enter  Hothead. 


Hot.  And  confound  you  both.  ( Bell  tarns  them  both  m.  ) 

Bell.  You  Boy,  is  there  any  one  at  Door  ? ( to  a Page.) 


Enter  Aunt  and  Leonora* 


diut  Your  molt  humble  Servagk 


Sir  Co.  Madam  your  moft  — - 

Ah.  Sir  Courtly  your  very  humble  Servant. 

Sir  C&  Oh/  your  Ladyfhips  very  humble  Servant- 


Sir  Courtly  Nice: 

Sir  Co.  Now  Madam"  your  moft  humble  Servant.  ( to  Leo. ) 

Ah.  An  incomparablefine  Gentleman. 

Bell.  Well,  Sir  Courtly , now  I’ve  brought  you  thus  far  o’ your  way  to  my 
Sixers  Inclinations  } I’ie  leave  you  to  purfue  the  reft  o’  your  Journey  by  your 
felf  j you  need  no  guide  to  Ladies  hearts. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! your  molt  humble  Servant . 

Au.  No,  Sir  Courtly  commands  all.  If  my  -Neicedoes  not  receive  you,  Sir 
Courtly,  m all  the  obliging  manner  in  the  World,  ’cis  for  want  of  experience 
and  underftanding  merit- — lie  allure  you.  Sir  Courtly , 1 who  have  fome  lit- 
tle more  judgment,  have  had  a very  particular  value  for  you,  Sir,  from  the  firlt 
Minute  1 had  the  honour  to  fee  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / Madam,  your  molt  humble  Servant. 

Ah.  A very  particular — 

Sir  Co.  Oh!  your  molt  humble  Servant. 

An.  And  if  my  Neice  has  not,  it  proceeds  from  her  want  of  Years  to  know  De- 
fert.  And  indeed  all  Youth  is  indifcreet,  1 vvou’d  by  no  means  advife  a Gentleman 
of  Merit,  to  marry  any  Perfon,  that  has  not  fome  Years  and  experience  upon  her.— 
Bell • She’s  fctting  up  for  her  felflthink.  Aunt. — 

Ah.  Nephew — - 

Bell.  Pray  leave  the  Lovers  together. 

Ah.  Sir  Courtly , your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Sir  Co.  Madam,  your  molt  humble  Servant. 

Ah.  Pray,  Neice,  behave  your  feif  fo  to  Sir  Courtly , as  at  leaft  to  do  me  right  \ 
and  by  all  your  expreflions  and  behaviour,  he  may  know  how  very  paa  cuiar 
an  honour  I have  for  him. 

Bell.  She  has  for  him  ? — * ( a fide. ) 

Au.  Moft  particular,  — - 

Bell . Pray  Aunt  in  particular.- — come  with  me — - 
Ah.  Very  particular — * 

Sir  Co.  Oli ! Madam — • Madam — • 

Bell.  Aunt — - 

An.  Yes  Nephew — ■ Sir  Courtly , I am  exceeding  unwilling  to  leave  you  to  the 
. Converfation  of  a young  Lady,  .whofe  Years  I’m  afraid  will  not  afford  her  Wit 
enough  to  entertain  fo  fine  a Gentleman, — - 
Sir  Co.  Oh!  Madam  / Madam/  Madam/ 

Au.  But  I’ie  return  with  all  fpeed  pcflible.*— 

Bell.  But  you  fttall  not,  if  I can  help  it**—-  ( afde .) 

Au . And  fo  your  very  humble  Servant. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  /Madam  / your  moft  humble  Servant.  {Exit  Auntand  Beb) 
Leo.  Now  will  I manage  him, humour  him— pretend  to  admire  him— to  draw  him 
into  love,  laugh  at  him  and  revenge  my  felf  on  him,  for  plaguing  me.  ( afide. ) 

Sir  Co.  Now,  Madam,  is  the  glorious  opportunity  come,  which  my  Soul  has 
Jong  wiftTd,  to  exprefshow  much  Eadmire,  adore — — 

Leo.  Oh  ! Sit  Courtly — — 

Sir  Co.  Extravagantly  adore  / — - 

Leo.  Oh  / Sir  Courtly I cannot  receive  all  this. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / Madam,  is  there  any  thing  on  the  Earth  fo  charming  ? — - I ne- 
ver 
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ver  fa«r  any  thing  fo  Stic  as  your  Ladyfhip,  fines  I wa s born. 

Leo.  Fye,  Sir  Courtly— 

Sir  Co.  Never  fince  I was  born — 

Leo.  You*1!  kill  me  with  blulhing.  * 

Sir  Co.  I fpeakmy  Soul — Heavens!  what  Divine  Teeth  there  are  * 

Leo.  Fye  ! fye  / I fhall  never  open  my  mouth  more. 

Sir  Co.  Then*  you1!  undoe  all  the  World.  Oh /there’s  nothing  fo  charming 
as  admirable  Teeth.  If  a Lady  fallens  upon  my  heart,  it  mull  be  with  her  Teeth. 

Leo.  That’s  a pleafant  Raillery — ha!  ha/  ha!  feigns  a foolifh  laugh. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Madam,  I hope  your  Ladyfhip  has  a better  opinion  o’  my  good 
Manners — Railly  a Lady  o’ your  quality  ? 

Leo.  Oh  / you  Wits,  turn  all  things  into  ridicule. 

Sir  Co.  Madam, 1 never  was  fo  ferious  fince  I was  born  •,  therefore  l befeech 
your  Ladyfhip  have  pitty  upon  me.—  I fwear  and  vow  if  you  do  not,  I {hall  dye. 

Leo.  Dye  / ha  / ha  / you  Wits  will  be  raillying. 

Sir  Co.  Heavens,  Madam  / how  fliall  I convince  you,  I am  ferious  ? 

'Leo.  Really,  Sir  Courtly,  I Ihou’d  be  vet  y forry  if  you  be  ferious. 

Sir  Co*  Oh/  Heavens  / why  fo  Madam? 

Leo . Becaufe  ’tis  pitty  fo  fine  a Gentleman  Ihou’d  lofe  all  his  Gallantry — - 

Sir.  Co.  Now  you  frighten  me,  Madam.  Is  it  impoffible  for  me  to  attain  the 
Glory  of  )om  inclinations  ? 

Leo . It  will  be  impoffible  for  me  to  keep  the  Glory  of  your  inclinations,  Sir 
Courtly  j fo  I dare  not  venter  on  ’em. 

Sir  Co.  Oh/  as  to  that,  Madam,  fie  fwear  Eternal conlhncy,  eternal  fervices, 
and  all  thofe  things. 

Leo.  You  are  not  in  your  own  power,  Sir  Courtly . You  fine  Gentlemen,  like 
fine  Countries,  aredefir’d  and  fought  by  all,  and  therefore  in  a perpetual  War.  If 
1 ffiou’d  place  my  heart  in  you,  it  wou’d  not  have  a minutes  quiet.  A thoufanefc 
Potent  Beauties  wou’d  every  day  afiault  you,  and  you’d  yield  out  o’  Complai- 
fance,your  good  Breeding  wou’d  undo  me. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / Madam,  this  is  extremity  o’  Gallantry  \ your  Ladyfhip  pufhes 
things  to  a flrange  height. 

Leo.  Iipeakmy  Soul.  Befides  I’ve  another  humour,  but  that’s  a Foibkfi  will 
ridicule  me. 

Sir  Co.  Oh/  Madam. 

Leo.  Nay  1’le  confefs  it.  I am  flrangely  curious — -extravagantly  curious- — ■ 
I naufeate  a Perfume  if  it  ever  faluted  any  Nofe  but  my  one. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / fortunate  / my  own  humour. 

Leo.  Nothing  muft  come  near  me,  that  was  ever  once  touch’d  by  another. 

Sir  Co.  Is  it  poffible? 

Leo.  Not  if  you”d  give  a Hundred  pound. 

Sir  Co.  My  own  Phrafe  too,  I’ve  obferv’d  it  in  my  felf,  Pme  flrangely  for- 
tunate— we  (hall  be  fond  to  an  infinite  degree.  ( afide.  ) 

Leo.  For  that  reafon,  your  fine  Gentlemen  is  my  averfion,  he’s  fo  tempted 
by  ail  Ladies,  fo  Gomplaifant  to  all  Ladies,  that  to  marry  a fine  Gentleman,  is 
to  accept  the  leavings  of  a Thoufand  Ladies. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / Madam  / you  ha’  met  with  the  Creature  you  defire  - — I never 
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touch’d  Woman  fince  I was  born. 

Leo.  That’s  pleafant,  I believe  you  have  ruin’d  a thoufand. 

Sir  Co.  Not  one  upon  my  Soul. 

Leo . ’Tis  impoffible. 

Sir  Co.  Oh/  Madam  f there’s  not  one  Lady  in  a thoufand  I can  Salute/  I 
only  touch  the  tip  o’ their  ear  with  my  Cheek; 

Leo.  Fye  ! fye  ! 

Sir  Co.  Not  one  Lady  in  a Million,  whofe  breath  I can  endure.  But  I cou’d 
not  go  into  their  Beds,  if  you’d  give  me  a thoufand  pound.  I cou’d  not  come 
into  the  Ayr  of  any  Bed  in  England'  but  my  own,  or  Your  Ladyfhips,  if  you’d 
give  me  all  the  World. 

Leo.  This  is  ail  Gallantry,  Six  Courtly.*  You  have  been  told  this  is  my  humour 

Sir  Co.  Is  it  really,  Madam?  ' 

Leo.  Oh!  above  ail  things.  I Buffer  nothing  to  come  near  my  bed,  but  my 
Gentlewoman. 

Sir  Co.  Nor  I,  but  my  Gentleman.  He  has  a delicate  hand  at  making  a Bed, 
he  was  my  Page,  I bred  him  up  to  it* 

Leo.  To  making  Beds  ? 

Sir  Co.  Ay,  Madam,  and  I believe,  he’l  make  a Bed  with  any  Gentleman  in 
England. 

Leo.  And  my- Woman  has  a great  Talent. 

Sir  Co.  Is  it  poffiblc  ? Ladies  commonly  employ  ordinary  Chamber- Maids~~ 
with  filthy  Aprons  on,  made  by  fluttifh  Women  that  fpit  as  they — fpin — fob ! 

Leo.  Foh ! 

Snr.  Co.  Your  Ladyfhip  will  pardon  me—  my  Linnen  is  all  made  in  HoU 
land,  by  neat  Women  that  dip  their  Fingers  in  Rofe-water,atmy  charge, 

Leo.  Delicate. 

Snr.  Co.  And  all  wafh’d  there. 

Leo . And  fo  is  mine  at  Hearlem , 

Snr.  Co.  At  Hear lem,  I hold  a conftant  correfpondence  with  all  the  Eminent 
Wafhers  there. 

Leo.  That's  delicate,  and  agrees  wonderfully  with  my  humour. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / happy  ! we  fhall  be  fond  to  an  infinite  degree. 

Enter  Surly. 

Leo.  Oh  ! foh  ! here’s  that  beaftly  rude  Clown  Mr.  Surly. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  / foh!  what  fh-dl  we  do  with  him? 

Snr.  How  now  ? how  now  ? you  two  are  intimate- — heark  you,  Madam. 

Leo.  Oh  ! foh  ! 

Sir  Co.  Foh! 

Snr.  Foh/  what’s  this  fohing  at? 

Sir  Co.  No  body  Mr.  Surly  •,  only  at  prefent  we  are  accofted  with  an  ungrate- 
ful fmell. 

Sur.  Yes,  I fmell  an  ungratefull  fmell,  your  Roguery.  Madam,  I employ’d  this 
Eellowto  fpeak  for  me,  and  l’le  be  hangd  if  he  be  notfalfe  to  me. 

Leo . To  fpeak  for  him  ? ha  / ha  / 

Sir  Co.  Ay,  for  him.  Madam,  ha  / ha ! “ 

Sm  Ay*>  for  me  Nickumpoop. 
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Sir  Co  Your  humble  Servant  Sir,  y’are  very  civil. 

Sur.  So  lam,  that  I do  not  execute  thee  for  this  theft  upon  the  place-,  but 
thou  plead1#  thy  Face,  as  Whores,  do  their  Bdlys  \ ’tis  big  with  Fool. 

Sir.  Co.  Very  civil — Sir. 

Sur.  Sure,  Madam,  a Woman  o’ your  fence,  will  not  chufe  him  before  me. 
He  has  more  Land?  not  more  improv’d  Land.  His  Acres  run  up  to  one  greau 
Weed,  1 mean  himfelf \ and  tjiere  it  BlofToras  iu  Periwigs  and  Ribons.  Oh! 
but  he  has  a finer  Perfon  / that’s  a Cheat  j afalfe  Creed  impos’d  on  you,  by  a 
General  Council  of  Taylors,  Milleners  and  Semftreffes  *,  let  my  hat  expound 
his  Face,  and  you’l  fee  what  a peice  o’ Ample  fluff  it  is. 

Sir  Co.  Horrid  ! he  has  put  his  beaftly  Hat  upon  my  Head— pray  Sir  do  me 
the  favour  to  remove  it,  or  I fhall  grow  very  fick — (to  a Ser. ) 

Sur . Sick  ? I hope  thou  wilt  eat  my  Hat.  Now,  madam,  you,fee  what  a cheat 
he  is,  and  whether  he  deferves  any  more  favours,  then  to  be  decently  hang’d 
with  the  reft  of  his  Brothers. 

Sir  Co.  My  Brothers  hang’d,  Mr  Surly  ? 

Sw.  I mean  the  Pictures  in  the  Hangings,  for  they  and  thou  are  all  but  Needle- 
work *,  and  thou  would’ftferve  for  a piece  o’  Tapftery,  but  for  a Husband,  Lord 
ha’  Mercy  on  thee. 

Sir  Co.  Your  Servant  Mr.  Surly.  You  are  a very  well  bred  Gentleman,  Sir,  and 
pay  great  Veneration  to  a Lady  o’  Quality,  and  your  Miftrefs — -ha  .'  ha / 

Leo . His  Miftrefs  ? ha  ! ha  ! 

Sir  Co.  Let’s  rally  him  to  death.  Madam—  ha/  ha  ! — - 

Shy.  Rally  ? does  the  ridiculous  Figure  pretend  to  laugh  at  any  thing  f 

Sir  Co.  Dee’  hear,  Madam  1 

Leo.  Sir  Courtly , you  are  a Martyr  to  good  manners,  and  fuffer  out  o’  refpedi 
to  me,  more  then  is  fit  for  a man  to  bear. 

Sur.  He  a man  ? I har  feen  a Butler  make  a better  thing  out  of  a Diaper  Napkin* 
Sir  C o.  Your  moft  obliged  humble  Servant — Sir. 

Leo.  Sir  Courtly , 1’le  withdraw,  that  you  may  do  your  felf  Juftice — and  be 
kick’d—  ( zfide. ) 

Sir  Co Your  Ladyfhips moft  humble  Servant. 

Leo . l’le  no  longer  proteft  fuch  a Coxcomb — as  your  felf.  (afide.} 

Sir  Co.  Your  very  humble  Servant,  Madam  •,  He  pufh  his  Soul  out  prefently* 
Leo.  Qh ! don’t  do  him  that  favour,  Sir,  only  eorredt  him. 

Sir  Co.  Well,  Madam,  what  your  Ladyfhip  pleafes. — 

Your  Ladyfhips  very  humble  Servant.  ( Exit  Leo. ) 

Mr  Surly ^ I have  receiv’d  feme  favours  from  you,  Sir,  and  I defire  the  Honour 
of  your  Company,  Sir,  to  Morrow  nlorning  at  Barn-Elms^  Sir,—  pleafe  to  name 
your  Weapon,  Sir. 

Sur . A Squirt. 

Sir  Co.  A Squirt? 

Sur.  Ay,  for  that  will  go  to  thy  heart,  I’m  fore. 

Sir  Co.  Well,  Sir,  I fhall  kifs  your  hands. 

Sur.  kifs  my  Breech. ( Exit. ) ' 

Sir  Co.  Beaft,  Clown,  Fool,  Rafcal.  Pox  take  him~-»'what  fhall  I do  with 
him  ? it  goes  again#  my  ftomach  horribly  to  fight  fuch  a Beaft.  If  his  filthy 
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Sword  fhouM  touch  me,  ’twou’d  make  me  as  Tick  as  a Dog.'  ( Exit.  ) 

Scene  a Garden.  Enter  Cr.  and  Leonora. 

Leo.  Ha ! ha  ! Tie  fecure  the  Coxcomb — - get  him  confin’d  upon  the 
Guard,  among  Tobacco  takers,  and  that  will  confine  him  to  his  Bed  and  Ba- 
nio’s  for  one  Month. 

Cr.  That  will  do  rarely.  About  this  time  I expeft  Mr.  Fareml7  I ha’ fent  for 
your  Brother  to  introduce  him. 

Leo.  My  Brother  ? 

Cr.  Your  Brother  I fay,  to  fhevv  my  skill-  Retire,  and  flay  conceal’d  in  the 
Garden.  Here  your  Brother  comes.  C Exit  Leo, 

Enter  Eelguard. 

Now  for  lies  and  nonfence  to  entertain  this  jealous  Brother  till  the  Lover  comes.. 
Bell.  Sir  Thomas  your  Servant,  whai’s  your  will  with  m< 

Cr.  Talk- — I love  ralk- 
Bell.  Very  pithy. 

Cr.  In  what  Circum fiance  are  we? 

Bell.  Circumftance  ? 

Cr.  Ay,  what  call  you  this,  where  we  are  ? 

Bell.  A Garden. 

Cr.  A Garden  ? I’ve  feenin  the  Indies  a Melon  as  big. 

Belt.  As  all  this  Garden  ? 

Cr.  Bigger. 

Bell.  Welllyedofa  Mad-man.  ( afide »)  Areal]  your  Fruit  fo  large? 

Cr.  All. 

Bell.  Your  Nutmegs  and  Pepper  are  not. 

Cr.  Your  Hiftory  is  erronious.  We  have  Nutmegs  as  big  as  final!  Fly-boats,! 
have  fail’d  a hundred  Leagues  in  a Nutmeg. 

Bdl.  Well  lyed.  C afi4* ) 

Cr.  Our  Oyfters  have  wonderful)  conference. 

Bell.  Circumference  I fuppofe  you  mean. 

Cr.  Y’ave  nick’d  it.  Three  of  ’em  block  up  a Harbour.  ‘’Tis  our  way^of 
Mortification. 

Bell.  Fortification. 

Cr.  You  are  in  the  right — Pox  on’t  I have  been  fo  long  abroad,  I have  al- 
niofi:  forgot  my  Mother-tongue. 

Well — 'When  will  this  Lover  come  .?  ’tis  near  tAie  hour,  and  delicately 
dark.  (afide) 

Tarewew  3 Murder  ! murder  ! murder  ! [ clashing  of 

.within.  ] Z Swords, 

Cr.  That’s  be  ! he’s  come  ! (afide.  ) murder  cry’d  out. 

Bell,  and  at  my  Coach- houfs  Door? 

Farewel  1 Oh  l Cowardly  Rogues  / Four  upon  ore. 
within.  ] Bell.  A Gentleman,  aJTaflmated 
Cr.  Open  the  Door. 

Beil  Who’s  thei  % ? 

Enter  a Servant* 

My  Lord.  sk 
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Bell.  Call  forae  o’  the  Servants  to  affift  a Gentleman,  fetupon  at  my  Coach-" 
Houfe  Door. 

Cr.  Ay — quick — -quick (dram.) 

Bell.  How,  Sir  Thomas  ? will  you  venture  among  ’em  ? 

Cr.  Dee1  think  1 woat  ? a Gentleman  and  not  fight  ? 

L Bell.  I mult  not  fuffer  it,  you  may  be  hurt . 

Cr.  No  Sir,  1’le  fight  like  a Gentleman } I’le  come  by  no  hurt  He  warrant 
you.- — Come  quick— quick — open  the  Door  — 

Enter  Servants. 

Now  found  a Trumpet,  Tivy— tivy— tan  tan— tivy — ' Tone,— Pox  on’t  Yis  a 
Horn  — I don’t  know  a Horn,  I ha1  forgot  every  thing  belongs  to  a Gentleman. 


■among ’em  belter  skelter- 


5 Exit  Bel.  Cr.  and  Ser.  meanwhile 
t-Farewel  ficals  into  the  Garden 


Enter  Leonora  and  her  Woman. 

Leo.  I1  my  Confcience  this  is  Cracks  defigne  to  let  in  Mr,  FarewsL 

Fa.  Dear  Madam,  you  are  in  the  right. 

Leo.  Mr.  Farewel  ? I know  your  voice — - 

Fa.  Oh?  Madam,  I adore  you  for  this  bounty. 

Leo.  And  1 fbou’d  bln  fh -for  it. 

Fa-  Why  fo.  Madam  ? 

Leo . Shou’d  a Woman  admit  a Lover  by  night  at  a Back  Door  into  the  fame 
houfe  where Jhe  lyes,  and  converfe  privately  with  him  before  Marriage. 

Fa.  Your  Brother  : admitted  me. 

Leo.  ’Tis  true  indeed,  you  may  thank  him  for  the  favour,  I thought  yourjfiif- 
ferings  defervM  pity,  and  my  Brother  wou’d  let  me  fliew  it,  no  ether  way. 

Fa.  A thoufand  Bleffmgs  on  you. 

Leo  I doubt  not  but  my  Honour  is  very  fafe  in  your  keeping,  I -wilh  your 
Perfon,  were  as  fecure  in  mine . 

Fa.  I am  glad  o1  the  danger,  fince  Yis  fome  affurance  o’  my  Love. 

Leo * Your,  Friend  Mr.  Crack  plays  his  part  very  well, and  I doubt  not  but  he  will 
fecure  us  here,  and  conveigh  us  hence,  but  then  other  dangers  will  follow  you. 

Fa.  What  are  thofe,  Madam  ? 

Leo.  The  danger  of  Marrying  without  a Fortune,  my  Ten  thoufand  pound 
is  at  my  Brothers  difpofe. 

Fa.  I am  glad  o’  that  too,  Madam,  Ywill  Ihew  my  love  is  not  Mercenary. 

Leo.  The  danger  of  being  laught  at  by  the  Wits,  for  marrying  at  all. 

Fa.  Oh!  let  the  Wits  keep  the  Jilting  rotten  Wenches,  and  leave  the  fweet 
Virtuous  Ladies,  to  us  marrying  Fools,  lean  be  as  well  pleas’d  to  keep  a fine 
Wife  to  my  felf,  as  they  can  be  to  maintain  fine  Wenches  for  all  the  Town. 

Leo.  Nay,  your  keeping  Men,  Keepers  like  have  commonly  but  the  Offals  for 
their  Slavery.  Well, the  Evening  Ayr  will  be  unwholfome  to  you, if  you  flay  long- 
er in  it,  you’l  be  in  danger  of  Thunder  and  Lightning  prefently,  I mean  my 
Brother- he  comes — follow  me — ( Exit  Leo.  Fa.  Worn.) 

Enter  Belguard,  Crack,  &c. 

Cr.  What  Cowardly  Rogues  were  thefe  ? they  ran  upon  our  frrft  Tally ing.- 

Bsll.  They  had  a reafon,  you’r  a Lyon. 

Cr.  I us’d  to  kill  Lyons  ai^l  Tygers  in.  the  Indies t as.  you  do. Hares  and  Ccnyzs 

here. 
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here.  I kept  a Tyger  Warren,  I kill’d  a brace  every  morning  to  get  me  a ftomack. 

Belt.  It  was  a good  one  fure,  you  offer’d  dear  for  it.  Well  I hope  you  ha’  got 
no  hirt 

Cr.  Yes,  fomething  very  fharp,  w^ent  quite  through  my  ftomack. 

Bell.  How  ? through  your  ftomack  ? then  you  cannot  live. ' 

,Cr.  Yes,  if  you  noint  it  prefently  with  a good  difh  o’  Jelly-broth,  and  Tent  it 
with  a bone  o’  Roaft-beef. 

Bell.  Is  that  the  wound  ? it  ft  all  be  heal’d  prefently. 

Cr.  Prefently,  for  ray  ftomack  is  Captious. 

Bell.  It  fhaO  be  done.  Go  to  my  Aunt  and  delire  her  to  order  Sir  Ttywias  his 
Supper— 

Ser.  She’s  not  very  well,  my  Lord,  and  gone  to  bed. 

Bell.  Then  let  the  Steward  do  it.  Sir  Tloomas  I am  going  out  and  lhall  flay 
late.  Pray  command  my  houfe — good  Night  to  you — (Exit.) 

Cr.  Your  Servant  Sir — you  keep  a Woman  ?~  now  to  the  Lovers — - 
where  are  they  ? — ~ 

Enter  Farewel,  Leo.  and  her  Woman. 

Fa.  Here ! here  ! thou  Divine  Fellow. 

Cr.  So,  fo,  kifs  ! kifs ! kifs ! — - 

Leo.  Before  Marriage  ? 

Cr.  Ay,  for  fear  you  fhou’d  not  kifs  after  marriage — - well  the  houfe  is  our 
own,  and  the  Night  our  own  — your  Aunts  gone  to  bed,  and  your  Brother  a- 

broad,  we’l  Tory-rory,  and  Yis — * a fine  Night,  we’i  Revel  in  the  Garden 

Slices  go  bring  my  Supper — • quick — • quick — - 

Ex.  Slaves — and  enter  with  Etijhes : Farewel,  Leo.  and  Crack  fit  down.  ' 

Enter  Siamites  and  Bantammers. 

Now  a Song  and  Dance  o’  ye  r own  fafhion — but  Ihut  the  Garden-Gates*— 
and  look  to  ’em  well  for  Tie  be  private  in  my  pleafures — • 

( a Song  and  Indian  Lance. ) 

So— now  to  my  Chamber— well— there  is  no  pubiick  Officer  like  your  Pimp. - 

Pimps  manage  the  vreat  bufineCs  o’  the  Nation. 


Pimps  manage  the  great  bufmefs 
That  is the  Heavenly  work  o’  propagation. 


(Exeunt  Omnes.) 


G T. 


Scene  Cracks  Chamber.  Enter  Farewel 
and  Crack. 


Fa,  /^\H  / thou  Divine  Fellow,  what  joys  haft  thou  procured  me  ? 

Vy  Cr.  What  joys  / 

Fa  All  that  Innocence  cou’d  afford, 

Cr.  Innocence?  that’s  In  lipid  fluff 

Fa.  No  Mr.  Crack , there’s  difference  between  the  Mannah  that  came  from 
Heaven,  and  that  out  of  ’Pothccaries  Shops  *,  a tench  of  Leonora's  hand  like 

Mannah 


Mannah  from  Heaven  has  all  that  Man  can  fancy . Here  flie  Comes. 

v Enter  Leonora. 

This,  Madam,  is  bountiful  after  an  Evenings  Converfation,  to  afford  me  a 
Morning  too. 

Leo.  We  fhou’d  be  charitable  to  prifoners. 

Fa.  I am  a Prifoner,  but  fuch  a happy  one,  as  a King  is  when  Lodg’d  in  a Roy- 
al Tower,  to  prepare  for  his  Coronation.  My  hour  of  Coronation  draws  near, 
I want  only  the  Church  Ceremony  and  the  Oath. 

Or.  Madam,  hdw  dirffc  you  venDife  hither  by  day  light  f 

Leo.  My  Aunt,  and  Brother,  are  both  gone  abroad,  and  won’t  come  home 
till  N oon.  So  all  thofe  hours  are  mine,  and  now  Mr.  Crack  to  requite  your  Mu- 
lick  I ha’  brought  lome  o’  mine  to  entertain  you. 

A Song — ■ And  enter  Woman. 

Worn.  Oh!  Madam— undone— your  Brother. 

Cr.  How  ? how  ? 

Worn.,  Juft  coming  up  Hairs,  to  vifit— - you  Sir  Thomas. 

Cr.  Pox  of  his  civility.  Hide,  Sir  Hide.  And  do  you  Women , fhreike  / ~ y 
fhreike  / and  cry  out  murder.  cCr.  throws  himfelf  on  the  ground  and 

< [cr ambles  in  diflr aft ed  poflures  after 
C the  Women  . They  jhrieke — • 

Enter  Bel  guard. 

Bell.  So,  here’s  my  Sifter  got  into  the  Madmans'Room  j and  has  put  him  into 
a frantick  fit.  Oh ! the  infat iable  curiofity  o’  Women. 

Cr  You  Whores  I — you  bewitching  Whores,  do  you  come  to  bewitch  me  . 
Tie  fetch  blood  from  you. 

Bell  Why  wou’d  you  offer  to  come  hither.  Siller  ? 

Cr.  \\  hat  are  you,  Sir,  the  King  of  Bantam  ? 

Bell . No  Sir,  no. 

Cr.  Oh ! the  Mogul. 

Bell . Nor  the  Mogul.  \ x 

Cr.  What  do  you  then  with  all  thefe  Concubines  f — Oh!  I know  you  nowy 
yotfr  a fine  man,  you  have  put  me  into  brave  circumflances.  Did  not  I defire 
you  to  let  me  fee  no  Women  ? and  here,  you  keep  a company  o’  rambling  Whores 
in  your  houfe,  that  have  put  me  into  the  circumflances  o’  diftra&ion.  I was  a 
top  o’  the  Staircafe  taking  a profpedt  o’  the  Cape  of  Good-Hope,  and  thefe  Fly- 
boats came  failing  under  my  Nofc.  What  do  me  I but  leap  down  to  break 
their  Necks  ? and  ha’  broke  my  own  I think.  1 am  certain,  1 have  broke  fome- 
thing,  but  what  I don’t  knew.  Pray  take  me  up,  and  look  over  my  bones,  fee 
if  none  be  miffing  ^ if  they  be,  Bone  for  Bone  will  be  demanded. 

Bell.  Poor  creature  ! who’s  there? 


Cr.  Who’s  there  ? will  you  trull  me  to  your  fervants ! fo  if  a Leg  or  an  Arm  of 
mine  be  broke,  they7!  leave  it  behind  e’m,  and'  I fliall  loofe  it.  I expeft  all  my 
Limbs  and  Bones  f om  you, as  you  received  ’enL  So— come  and  take  account  of ’em* 

BelL  I will 1 will — - ( Takes  him  up.  ) 

Cr.  Oh  ! have  a care — - Oh  t • — 


<,  Alas ! I fear  he’s  hurt  •,  your  foolilh  curiofity  ha’s  done  this  l did 
;nough  upon  him  before  ? $ 


you  not 


oun 


tee 


( B ell.  leades  him  out.  ) 


Cr.  Oh ! gently  i gently  / — 

Fa.  Oh  ! this  pleafant  Rogue  ! ha  / ha  / 

Leo.  ’Xis  an  excellent  Fellow.  As  foon  as  we  hear  my  Brother  is  returning, 
flip  into  that  paP/age,  ’twill  lead  you  to  Crack's  Bed-chamber. 

Enter  Aunt. 

Ah.  How  now  Gentlewoman?  a man  wi’  you?  Nephew — Nephew — — * 
Nephew. — * 

Leo.  Begone— — begone — through  that  Entry. 

Ex.  Fa.  at  one  Door,  at  another  Enter Belguard. 

Bell  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Ah.  Our  family’s  difhonour’d,  dilhonour’d ‘here  was  a fellow,  a hand- 

feme  young  fellow  wi’ my  Neice.  Oh.'  my  fiePn/  my  flelh. 

Leo.  Wi*5  me? 

Ah.  Will  you  deny  it  Confidence  ? 

Bell.  Who’s  there  ? Hothead , Teftimony,  all  of  you  come  hither . 

Earner  Hothead,  Teftimony. 

Tefi.  What’s  your  honours  pleafure? 

Bell.  To  cut  all  your  throats,  you  are  all  Bauds,  and  Villains. 

Hot.  Leave  me  out  o’  the  number  you  had  bed. 

Bell.  I will  not  Sir,  for  here  was  a young  fellow  wi’  my  Sifter. 

Leo.  My  Aunt's  whiinfy  and  jealoufie. 

An.  I cou’d  tread  you  under  my  Feet. 

Bell.  Which  way  went  he  ? 

Ah.  Into  that  paftage : he  cannot  be  got  further,  then  Sir.  Thomas  Calicoes  Bed- 
chamber. 

Bell.  Lock  all  the  doors.  Arm  and  befet  Sir  Thomas  Calicoes  lodgings. 

Leo.  This  will  prove  fuch  another  wife  bufinefs  as  the  Picture. 

Bell.  Hold  your  peace— get  you  into  that  room  wi’  my  Amt.  Aunt  pray 
look  to  her.  ( Exit.  Bell.  Hot.  Tell.  &c.  ) 

Ah.  I’ie  keep  her,  I warrant  her—* — come  in  gentlewoman. — you  are  a 
fine  gentlewoman. 

Leo.  Oh!  my  heart  trembles Heaven  infpire  Crack.  ( ajlde. ) 

Exit  Aunt  and  Leonora.  Scene  changes  to  another  Room. 

Enter  Farewel  and  Crack. 

Fa.  Oh  ! cur  fed  fortune. 

Cr.  Well  don’t  trouble  your  felf.  1’le  bring  you  ofFfafe. 

Fa.  Not  treble  my  felf,  when  Leonora's  honour  is  in  danger  ? fhe’l  be  the 
jefl  of  every  prating  Fop,  and  malicious  beauty. 

Cr.  Her  honour  (hall  be  fafe  too.  This  bluftring — -—Brother  fhall  enter- 
tain you. — 

Fa.  with  a Blunderbufs  ? 

Cr.  Ay,  full  o’  Claret.  Away — away — he  comes. 

Ex  Fa.  and  Enter  Beiguard,  Hothead,  Teftimony,  and  the  Servants  arm'd. 

Cr.  How?  the  High  and  glorious  Emperour  o’  Siam  with  all  his  guards? 
Thou  moft  invincible  Padneco , FarHcco,—ndmocadin—bobbekin — -bow—--woiv~~ 
— why  doft  thou  feek  to  deftroy  ns  EngljJlj2  Rated  on  thy  Dominions  by 
thy  own  Letters  Patents? 

; * Bell. 


Bell • Pifh  !”take  him  away.. 

Cr.  Take  away  oar  Priviledges  ? then  this  goes  to  rtfy  heart. 

Draws  his  Dagger , and  f retends  to  ftab  himfelf. 

Bell,  Hold,  hold— Sir  Thomas— Sir  Thomas , no  hurt  is  meant  to  you. 

Cr.  Moffc  Great  and  Glorious  Emperour,  1 humbly  thank,  and  do  humbly  Im- 
plore thee  ^ that  thou  would*5!!;  command  thy  Invincible  guards,  to  lay  down 
their  arms,  and  put  us  out  of  our  frights,  and  we’ifubmit  our  perfons  to  thee. 
This  is  fome  Interlopers  work.  ( afide .) 

Bell,  Pox  o'5  this  impertinent  Mad — coxcomb  ? Lay  down  your  weapons, 
may  be  if  we  humour  him,  he  may  come  to  his  fences,  and  give  us  leave  to  fearch 
the  rooms.  ( they  lay  down  theirlVeapons.  ) 

Cr,  My  Lord  Bellgaard , your  moll  humble  Servant. 

Bell.  He’s  come  to  himfelf  ; that’s  well.  Sit  Thomas  your  fervant,  how  do  you. 

Cr.  A little  difcompos’d,  fomething  has  frighted  me,  and  put  me  into  the 
circumftance  of  a fweat. 

Bell  I’me  forry  for  that.  Shall  I beg  leave,  to  fearch  your  rooms  for  a 
theif  that’s  got  in  ? 

Cr.  Pardon’s  beg’d  ^ fearch  mufl  not  be  made  •,  for  I have  a friend  there* 
you  mu  ft  not  fee.  Bell.  Wou’d  you  and  your  friend  were  hang’d.  ( afide.) 

Avery  honeft  Gentleman,  but  very  much  addided  to  marriage.  *Tishe  that 
I told  you,  is  to  marry  my  Indian  Fubs  of  a Sifter — *Mr.  Farewel. 

Bell  Mr.  Farewel  ? 

Cr.  Ay,  hearing  of  my  arrival,  and  what  circumflance  I was  in,  hover’d  all 
this  morning  afrut  the  houfe  to  geta  fight  o’ me}  but  car’d  not  to  come  in,  for 
it  feems  there  is  enmity  between  you. 

Bell.  ’Tis  true,  and  I wonder  ho  w he  got  in  without  my  knowledge. 

Cr.  I made  him  come  in.  I was  throwing  my  Legs  about  in  the  Hall,  and  the 
door  being  open,  our  eyes  knock’d  immediately,  and  gave  remembrance  fuch 
a bang,  that  we  ran  full  fpeed  into  the  circumftances  of  embracing  ? 

Bell.  And  pray  who  faw  this  ? 

Cr.  Who  faw  ? what  care  I who  faw  ? I care  not  if  the  whole  Town  faw^ 
I’m  not  alham’d  of  owning  Mr.  Farewel. 

Bell.  No  Sir, but  I mean  which  of  my  family  faw  ? that  I may  thank ’m  for 
their  care. 

Cr.  What  do  I care  for  your  family?  if  I may  not  bring  a friend  into  your 
family,  a fart  for  your  family. 

Bell.  Nay  be  not  angry  Sir  Thomas , your  friend’s  welcome. 

Cr.  I doubt  it  not,  for  I have  found  you  a very  civil  Perfon.  And  now 
recolje&ion  isa&ive,  I farcy  he’s  the  man  you  take  for  a theif.  ’Tis  fo— ha  / ha  t 
- — excufe  me — ha!  ha !: — leave  is  implor’d- — ha  ! ha  /—Brother  Farewel 

( Fa.  within  ) Brother. 

Cr.  Come  out,  and  participate  o’  laughter. 

Bell.  So,  now  have  I play’d  the  fool  again,  vex’d  my  felf,  and  wrong’d  my 
Siller  with  my  impertinent  jealoufies. 

Enter  Farewel. 

Cr.  Come  brother — ha!  ha  ! laugh — -but  firft  falute. 

Fa.  My  Lord,  I believe  you  wonder  to  fee  me  here,  and  you  may  } I call  my 
4 G felf 
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fcif  Ballard,  and  renounce  the  blood  of  my  Family,  by  coming  under  your' 
roof  with  any  defign*  but  to  prejudice  you,  which  at  prefent  I mull  acknow- 
ledge to  my  fhame  is  not  my  intention.  I vifit  my  Friend  here  for  his  own  fake 
and  the  fake  of  a great  Beauty,  which  you  fhall  not  hinder  me  of,  my  Lord.  ? 

Bell.  I will  not  Mr.  Farewel , I {corn  thofe' effeminate  revenges.  If  1 hurt  any 
Man  it  fhall  be  with  my  Sword.  * 

Fa.  Your  Sword,  my  Lord  ? 

Cr . Hold  ? hold. 

Bell.  Ay,  any  where  but  here  Mr.  Farewl,  my  Houfe  is  your  Sanftuary,  and 
here  to  offer  you  violence,  wou’d  prejudice  my  felf. 

Cr.  What  a quarrelling^  here  ? fmy  confcience  I believe,  my  Lord,  ’tis  be- 
caufe  you  think  he  came  to  Heal  me,  I being  under  whimficai  circumftances,  for 
I remember  you,  call'd  him  a Thief.  Look  you  my  Lord,  don’t  fear  me,  l wont 
be  Hole-— — 1 know  when  I’m  well. — Brother  I’m  very  well  provided  for, 
l want  nothing  but  my  Wits  y and  what  do  they  ftgnifie?  if  a Man  lives  like 
a Gentleman,  no  matter  whether  he  has  Wit  or  no. ' 

Fa.  Well,  my  Lord,  though  I have  the  misfortune  to  be  your  Enemy,  1 am  ; 
none  to  good  manners } I’m  forry  I have  given  your  houfe  this  trouble,  and  the 
more  becaufe  my  Friend  receives  fuch  generous  ufage  in  it. 

Bell.  Nor  am  I an  Enemy  to  Love,  and  the  fair  Sex.  If  the  Lady  you  come 
for  loves  you,  for  her  fake  I wifli  you  fucccfs* — - 
Fa.  Now  my  Lord  you  vanquifh  me. — 

Cr ♦ He^s  a brave  Man — Faith. - 

Fa.  I fancy  we  fnall  live  to  be  better  Friend sr at  prefent  I’le  take,  my  leavej— » 
my  Lord  your  Servant. — • 

Bell.  Your  Servant  Sir. 

Cr.  Brother  I muff  fee  you  down  Hairs,  this  was  a Maffer-piece.  ha  l ha  ! ■ 

( Exit  Fa.  and  Cr.  ) 

Bell.  Now  Tam  cool  again.  What  a flame  had  your  negligence  put  me  into. 
Here  releafe  my  Sifter,  I’m  afham’d  to  fee  her— — (to  a Servant . ) 

Hot.  Sirrah  / Sirrah  / you  did  this  to  make  me  fufpedecL 
Tefi.  Ay — ay,  I mufl  be  abus’d,  becaufe  I’m  a Proteftant. 

Hot..  A ProteHant .?  a Dog.  But,  with  fuch  ISJames  the  Rogues  divide  the  Rab- 
Me,  and  make  the  Nation  go  like  the  Devil,  upon  Cloven  Feet. 

Bell.  Hold  your  prating,  and  by  your  future  care  make  amends  for  your 
pH  negligence  ? your  trouble  fhall  not  be  long,  within  this.  Eight  and  forty 
ihb.urs  Pie  marry  her,  or  fend  her  into  the  Country. 

Hot.,  Well-well—  l’le  look  to  her,  for  the  Honour  of  my  Family,  not  your 
toSng.  ( Exit. ) 

Tefi.  I to  difcharge  a Confcience — - ( ) , 

Enter  Leonora. 

Leo.  So — -Sir- — * 

MelL  My  Sifter— 

Leo.,.  Do  you  run  from  me  ? is  that  the  reparation  you  make  for  the  intole- 
rable wrongs  y ou  have  done  me  ? ( pretends  to  barfiinto  tears . ) 

^ Bell.  Well,  I have  wrong’d  you,  Pm  forry  for  it,  and  beg  your  Pardon— 
Ifamult  be  gone — about  fault  nefs- — your  bufinefs*~» to  fetch  Sit ' Courtly  Nice. 


Or,  it  cannot  Be, 
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Zb.  Oh!  your  Servant  Sir — ha.'  ha  / — he  runs — I may  chance  Sif  to  rim 
as  nimbly  from  you,  if  Cracks  Wit  do  not  fail  him  ^hcre  he  comes— ** 

Enter  Crack. 

Thou  admirable  Fellow,  what  halt  thou  done  with  Mr.  Farewell 
Cr.  He’s  in  the  Street  flaying  for  you. 

Leo . Staying  for  me  ? and  can'll  thou  convey  me- to  him 

Cr . De’e  queftion  it  ? put  on  a Vizard  and  fomething  over  yourCloaths* 

Leo.  Sweet  Rogue. 

Cr . Nay, nay  begone. 

Leo.  Delicate  Rogue. 

Cr.  Nay,  nay  he  flays  for  you. 

Leo . Incomparable  Rogue. 

Cr.  P^fhaw  / put  on  your  Vizard. 

Leo.  Moll  excellent  Rogue. 

Cr.  Oones  ! put  on  your  Vizard. 

Leo . I will— I will— ha  ! ha  1 toll — loll — derol — * 

Cr.  goes  oat,  and  as  Leo.  is  going  out  finging 
and  dancings  She's  met  by  Bell,  and  Sir  Co. 

Bell.  Oh  ! Sifter  your  tune’s  alter’d. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Mad™  J I'm  happy  to  find  your  Ladylhip,  in  fo  gay  a humour.' 

Leo.  Yon’l  not  find  it  fo ( afide. ) 

Bell , Sir  Courtly  fie  betray  her  to  you.  1 left  her  in  Tears  upon  an  unhappy 
occafion,  and  at  parting  told  her  I wou’d  bring  you.  Now  you  are  come,  I find 
her  in  joy.  Nothing  elfe  cou’d  caufe  the  Change. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  fortunate. 

Leo > Oh  Fop. — - ( afde. ) 

Bell \ Now  improve  your  Interefl,  and  let  us  fee  how  great  a Mailer  you  are 
in  Courtfhip,  by  your  dexterous  difpatch.  I leave  you  together — * ( Exit.  ) 

Sir  Co.  And  upon  my  Soul  I will.  Oh!  Madam,  am  I fo  Fortunate,  fo  Glori- 
ous, to  be  well  in  your  fine  inclinations  f 

Leo.  Oh  f fye,  Sir  Courtly — if  I had  any  fuch  guilt  upon  me,  do  you  think  I 
wouM  confefs  ? 

Sir  Co  You  do  confefs  Madam — your  fine  Eyes,  and  your  languifhing  Ayr,1 
and  your  charming  JBlufhes,  and  all  thofe  things — 

Leo , I hope  I carry  no  fuch  falfe  things  about  me  \ for  if  they  fay  any  fuch 
thing  they  Infinitely  wrong  me. 

Sir  Co.  Oh!  now  you  are  cruel,  Madam  *,  you  kill  me. 

Leo.  Can  you  hope  for  my  heart  Sir  Courtly , till  I’ve  fbme  aflurance  o'  yours." 
Sir  Cc.  What  afiurance  wou’d  your  Ladyfliip  have  ? 

Leo.  All  manner—— he  that  pretends  to  my  heart — muft  figh,  and  wait,  and 
watch — and  pant — fight,  and  write — and  kill  himfelf. 

Sir  Co.  All  this  I ha’  done  Madam,  and  Ten  thoufand  things  more.  Drove 
by  your  Windows,  a thoufand  times  a day,  fought  you  at  the  Parks  and 
the  Plays.  Was  a conflant  faithful  Attendant  at  all  Tragedys— — for  1 prefumM 
your  Ladyfhip  naufeates  Comedys.-— 

Leo.  Oh  ! Foh  ! 

Sir  Co.  They  are  fo  ill-bred- and  fawey  with  Quality,  and  always  cram'14 
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Sir  Courtly  Nice: 


With  our  odious  Sex— —that  have  not  always  the  mofl  inviting  fmell— Madam, 
you'd  Pardon  me — Novy  at  Tragedies,  the  Houfe  is  all  linM  with  Beauty, and 
then  a Gentleman  may  endure  it.  And  I have  gone,  found  not  your  Ladyfhip 
there,  drove  home,  killed  my  feif  with  fighing,  and  then  writ  a Song. 

Leo . Oh/  Heavens  Sir  Courtly*  did  you  ever  write  a Song  upon  me  ? 

Sir  Co.  Above  a thoufandi 

Leo.  Oh  / -there’s  nothing  charms  me  like  a Song — 

For  Heav'ens  fake? — the  Song  / — the  Song- 

Sir  Co.  I’ve  above  forty  here  in  a fweet  Bag,  Tie  (hew  you  the  firft  I made 
upon  your  Ladylhip.’Tis  thought  to  be  a pretty  Foolilh  fofc  Song,  moll  Ladies 
are  very  kind  to  it. 

As  I gazPd  unaware, 

On  a Face  fo  fair  ~ 


Leo.  Oh  ! Sir 
Sir  Co. — - — 


Courtly — 


Tour  cruel  Eye , 

Lay  watching  by 
To  fnap  my  hearty 
Which  you  did  wP  fuch  art  y 
That  away  wpt you  ran , 

WhiPJi  / look'd  on. < 

To  my  ruin  and  grief  y 
Stop  Thief— flop  Thief. 

Itol  Gli!  fine /oh!. fine  ! 

Sir  Co.  That  flop  Thief,  Madam,  is  pretty  Novel. 

Leo.  Oh!  delicate!  Fin  charm’d  ! I’m  loft-' — fye  what  have  I fa  id — 

Sir  Co.  What  makes  me  the  happyeft  of  Creatures. 

Leo.  L only  railly— I renounce  all — 

Sir  Co.  Not  for  the  World — — 

Leo.  Away — the  Song  again — -the  Song— Fie  hear  nothing  but  the  Song: 
Is  there  no  tune  to  it  ? 

Sir  Co.  One  of  my  own  compofing. 

Leo.  That  accomplirtimentto  ? Heavens  / how  fine  a Gentleman  is  this. 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Madam,  how  proud  you  make  me  ? 

Leo.  Oh '.  dear,  how  I betray  my  felf?  foolilh  Creature— -no  more-— no. 
jnore-«Tthe  Tune,  the  tune.  , 

Sir.  Co.  1 always  humour  my  words  with  my  Ayr.  So  I make  the  Voice  make 
at  the  lalt  Line,  in  imitation  of, a Man  that  runs  after  a Thief  Sto — ho — 

Aor— -hop — Thief ( fwgs.)  ...... 

Leo. Ok!  delicate  / cannot  1 learn  it?  fto— -ho— -ho — -ha.na.na. 

( imitates  his  Foolijh' finging,  and  falls  into  a laugh.  ) 

Sir.  Co.  Dear  Madam,  what  makes  your  Ladylhip  laugh  ? 

Leo.  At  a Coxcomb,  that  thought  to  win  me  with  a Foolifii  Song,  this  puts 

Sir  Co!  Oh ! Foolifii  '•  there  are  abundance  of  thofe  Foolifb  Fellows,  and 

does  tlie  Song  pleafe  your  Lady.fhip? 

Leo.  Infinitely,  I did  not  think  you  had  been  fb  fine  a Poet. 

Sir  Co.  Poetry,  Madam,  is  my  great  ioibie,  and  when  I fee  a fine  Woman 
inot  command  my  foible.. 


% it  cannot  ne. 

Leo . How?  de’emake  Songs  upon  other  Ladies  ? unfortunate- 
my  heart  to  an  inconftant  Man' — * 


I’ve  given 


Sir  Co-  Oh/  Madam, — only  Gallantry. 

Leo . I’m  abus’d — unfortunate — 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Madam,  you  take  it  wrong — - 

Leo.  I’m  abus’d. 

Sir  Co.  Oh!  Heavens/ 

Leo  But  the  Song’s  very  fine  ! — fto—ho — ho^ — 
Sir  Co.  Pleafant  Creature. 

Leo.  Coxcomb. — - ( afide.  ) 

Sir  Co.  Wefhallbe  infinitely  fond — a pretty  Glafs, 


( pretends  to  weep. ) 


ha ! ha ! 

(fitgs  a?id  laughs.  ) 


this  Madam. 

( looks  in  a Glafi.  ) 

Leo  So,  he’s  making  an  affignation  with  his  own  foolifh  Face,  I’le  leave  him 
to  Court  that  and  fteal  away.  ( Exit.  ) 

Sir  Co.  Sto* — ho- — ho— hop- — «* 

Enter  Aunt. 

Au.  Singing,  Sir  Courtly  ? 

Sir  Co.  at  your  Service,  Madam.  Well,  Madam,  you  have  (aid  To  many  fine 
things  to  me,  that  I allure  my  fclf  of  your  heart,  and  now  I am  refolv’d  to 
pufii  this  oppertunity,  to  an  extremity  o’  happynefs. 

( Sir  Courtly  looks  in  the  Glafi  while  he  f peaks  ) * 

Ah.  Oh  / fortunate  ! this  to  me  / 1 did  make  him  fomc  advances  to  day  I con- 
fefs,  and  have  they  had  this  fuccefsf  my  heart  pants : 1 am  furpriz’d  with  in- 
finite joy,  and  am  not  able  to  anfwer (afide.) 

Sir  Co.  Well,  Madam,  I mull  be  happy,  and  fo  upon  my- — -the  Lady  gone— 

( turns  from  the  Glafi.  ) 

Ah.  Sir  Courtly  you  put  mein  great  confufion — 

Sir  Co.  The  Lad y$  confent  is  very  con fiderable — flie  governs  her  Neice,  and 
under  her  condud  may  make  me  happy,  with  a referve  to  Modefty.  ( afide.  ) ;■ 
Well,  Madam,  lhall  I have  your  confent  to  my  happynefs,  my  glory? 

Ah.  Oh  / dear  Sir  / is  it  poffibleto  anfwer  youfo  foon.? 

Sir  Co.  Sofoon,  Madam?  you  know  my  pafiionhas  been  long. 

Ah.  Is  it  pofiible?  I fwear  I never  heard  of  it  before. 

Sir  Co.  That’s' ftrange  5 wou’d  not  my  Lord,  your  Nephew  acquaint  you?  . 

Ah.  He  never  faid  one  word  of  it  to  me. 

Sir  Co.  That’s  amazing. 

Ah:  I find  my  Nephew  hasbeenfalfe  to  me.  It  feeras’tis  me  the  Gentleman 
loves,  and  my  Nephe  w wou’d  defraud  me  of  him,  for  his  Sifter — here’s  fine 
doings.—-  (afide.) 

Sir  Co.  I fwear  I thought  your  Ladyfhiphad  known,  and  granted  your  con- 
fent— you  Laid  fo  many  fine  things — t-- 

Ah,  1 faid  no  more,— —Sir  Courtly,  then  what  were  the  refute  o’  my  . 
thoughts,  upon  the  contemplation  of  your  great  defer t 

Sir  Co.-  Your  Ladyfhips  moft  humble  Servant — then  I hope,  Madam,  fince  my 
paftion  has  been  long,  though  you  knew  not  of  it,  you  will  not  defer  my  happy* 
nefs — ’tis  in  your  power  I’m  certain,  no  Perfon  controuls  you—— 

Ah.  Controuls  me  ? that’s  pleafant no  Sir, 

Sfr.CW- 


Sir  Courtly  Nice 


Sir  Co . She  fays  true  — . — fhe  can  bring  her  Neice— - ( a rde.  ) 

I befeech  you.  Madam,  take  pity  of  a fufFering  Lover. 

An.  Oh  ! Sir,  (hon’d  I confent  fo  foon,  Ywou’d  be  againfl:  all  Forms.— 

Sir  Co.  I would  not  for  the  World  offend  againft  any  Forms.  No  Man 

living  more  ftudyes,  and  adores  all  manner  of  Forms but  my  paffion  has  been 

long. 

Ah.  I know  not  what  to  fay,  Sir,  indeed  I mull  not.— ~ 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Pardon  me ! 

Ah.  Oh  ! Pardon  me ! 

Sir  Co.  Oh  ! Madam  ! 

An.  You  confound  me,  Sir. 

Sir  Co . You  diftraft  me,  Madam.  It  muft  be  — 

An.  Well,  Sir  I yield,  but  with  an  extremity  o’ bluffing. 

Sir  Cc.  Your  molt  obliged  humble  Servant. 

An.  My  fevere  temper  wou’d  never  ha’  been  wrought  on  fofoon,  but  byfo 
f ne  a Gentleman. 

Sir  Co.  Your  molt  humble  Servant. 

Ah.  And  to  Revenge  my  felf  on  my  N ephew,  for  his  falfe  play. 

Sir  Co.  Well,  Madam,  we’l  in  my  Coach  to  the  next  Church  prefently.' 

Ah.  ’Tis  very  hard  to  relift  you,  Sir  Courtly . If  you  pleafe  f will  firft  put 
on  aDifguife  •,  for  Ideure  it  may  be  manag’d  with  all  fecrefy,  till  the  Cere- 
mony of  Marriage  be  over. 

Sir  Co.  With  all  my  Soul  ; for  I infinitely  love  a fecret  Intrigue,  efpecially 
when  every  body  knows  of  if,. 

Ah.  Leafl  my  Nephew  light  on  us,  and  prevent  it. 

Sir  Co.  He’s  for  the  Match. 

Ah.  He’s  very  falfe. 

Sir.  Co.  Is  it  poffihle? 

Ah.  Is  it  not  apparent,  when  he  conceal’d  the  whole  matter  from  me,  leaft 
I fhould  promote  it  ? 

Sir  Co.  That’s  unanfwerable,  I’m  amaz’d  at  it-  Well,  Madam,  I (hall  not 
fail  of  being  happy — 

Ah.  Immediately,  Sir. 

Sir  Co.  And  you  think  you  have  power  ? 

Ah.  Power  ? that’s  pleafant. 

Sir  Co.  So — fo* — fhe’l  bring  or  fend  her — (afede  ) Well,  Madam, 
Your  moffc  humble  Servant. 

An.  Your  very  blufiiing  Servant — ( Exit.  ) 

Sir  Co.  Your  humble-fto-ho-ho-hop-Thief — ( Exit. ) 

Enter  Crack  and  Leonora  laughing. 

Cr.  An  humble  Thief  indeed,*  fteal  an  old  Woman?—  # 

Leo.  This  was  a pleafuje  I con’d  not  ha’  thought  off.  Now  to  our  Affair. 
Cr.  Come-  on  with  your  Vizard.  ( Exeunt. ) 

Scene  changes  to  the  Hall.  Enter  at  one  Dcor7 
•Hothead  W Tefb'mony,  at  another  Crack. 

Cr.  Barbarity  ! falfehood  ! treachery  / murder. 

Hot.  What^i  the  matter  ? 

* Cr. 


r,  it  cannot  be. 

Cr.  Did  not  I ftipulate  upon  the  furrendry  of  my  felf  to  this  Houfe,  to  be 
kept  from  Women?  and  I am  devour’d  with  ehtr*}  here’s  come  into  my  Cham- 
ber} a hot  burnt  Whore,  with  a black  crhft  upon  her  face— here  (he  is,  Avant.  (Ex. 

Crack  full's  ^Leonora  visarded. 

Hot . You  damn’d  Whore,  how  came  you  into  this  houfe  t and  what  arp  you  f 
fie  fee  your  face. 

Cr.  Then  lie  fee  your  braines,  ifwear  byGogmagog,  and  and  all  the  feven 
damnable  Sinnes. 

Tefi.  Oh  ! fad  ! oh  ! fad. 

Cr.  Shew  me  the  face  of  a Woman  ? I had  rather  fee  forty  full  moons, 

Hot . Stand  off  impertinence  \ I will  fee  her  face. 

Cr.  Murder  ! murder!  call  my  Lord——  Lord,  Lord—*—  murder — mur- 
der / Lord — Lord — Lord. 

Hot.  Hold  your  hauling,  I’le  let  her  go.—  For  now  Lthink  on’t,Ifnty  Lord 
fhou’d  find  this  Whore  here  when  he  gave  fuch  ifrickt  orders,  we  (hou’d  let  no 
body  out,  or  in,  he’l  make  more  noife  than  this  mad  fool—  fo  let  us  kick  her  out 

00  Doors,  and  fay  nothing. 

Tefi.  Hold,  let  us  not  ufe  violence  to  her — (lie’s  a great  temptation  to 
me.  (a fide.)  lie  reprove  the  idle  Woman,  it  may  be,  I may  gain  upon  her. 

Hot.  Gain  a Clap  Sirrah  l for  this  is  feme  of  the  Footmens  Whores,  picked 
up  in  the  dark.  Get  you  out  you  Whore. 

Tefi.  No  violence  pray.  She’s  a great  fnare  to  me.  (afide.)  woman 
get  you  out  woman — and  dee  hear  ? — Tie  follow  you,  and  we’i  drink  a bottle. 

Leo . Do  old  godly  knave,  thou  (halt  be  welcome. 

Tefi.  I come ! I come  / ( a fide  ) get  you  out  woman. 

Hot.  Get  you  out — you  Whore.  ( they  thr aft  Leo,  out.) 

Cr.  Good  morrow up  fo  early  ? 

Hot.  What’s  the  whimfy  now  t . 

Cr.  Am  not  I i’  Bed  ? 

Hot.  In  Bed  ? 

Tefi.  Poor  foul,  poor  foul— 

Cr.  I am  not  i*  faith.  Then  I walk  in  my  fleep  .*  I was  faft  afleep  juft  now,  and 
dream’t  1 faw  Women,  and  Wizards,  and  all  that  Traih } and  the  fright  put 
me  in  a Feavour.  I burn } prethee  give  me  a mouth  full  of  fweet  ayr.  (Exit  Cr. 

Hot.  Prethee  take  a belly  full  and  be  damn’d.  A fine  time  on’t  I have}  with 
Whores,,  and  Fools,  and  mad  Men,  and  Fanatiques.  . ( Exit. ) 

Tefi.  So  now  Tie  Heal  after  her,  for  I find  in  me  a very  great  uproar.  (Ex. 

Scene  changes  to  Violante’s  hoafe.  Enter  Farewel— 

Leonora  visarded,  Teftimony. 

Fa.  Come  in,  come  in  honeft  old  Fornicator,  though  the  girle  be  mine,  when 

1 have  had  my  collation,  if  (he’l  confent,  faith,  thou  (halt  have  a bit}  Hove  a 
Wenching  Rogue  i’  my  heart. 

Tefi.  Oh ! dear  Sir,  your  very  humble  Servant,  and  truly  I am  a kind  of  g 
wag.  I love  a p*  etty  bit  fometimes. 

Fa.  And  I love  thee  the  better  for  it*  and  this  is  a pretty  bit,  thou  (halt  fee 
her.  (Leo.  pvPs  off  htr  vizard.  ) 

Tefi.  Oh  ! dear  ! undone ! undone  J 

~ " X&M 


4 ^ Sir  Courtly  Nice  ~ 

Leo.  Nay,  nay  Mr.  TeJHmemy  wont  you  be  as  good  as  your  word  /{han’t  wo 
have  a Bottle  ? 

■Tefi.  Oh!  Madam,  don’t  difcover  me  to  my  Lord, and  you  fhail  not  only  have 
my  prayers,  but  the  prayers  of  all  the  fober  party  for  you  all  days  o’  my  life, 

Leo . So,  he  runs  from  Whoring  to  Praying. 

Fa . Are  not  you  o’  Rogue  Sirrah  ? 

’-Tefi*  I know  I fhall  be  call\i  Rogue  by  the  Popifi party — they  will  rejoyce  at 
my  fall,  but  1 hope  my  fall  will  be  fandified  unto  me  for  my  better  Up- 
ftanding. — 

Fa,  Among  the  Wenches- — Sirrah co  me  Sirrah,  you  /hall  flay  till  my 

Lord  u: 


comes,  for  his  mortification,  as  well  as  yours. 
L Oh/  my  flefh  - it  has  undone  me. 


Tefi. 

Enter  Violante,  and  Crack. 

Fio.  My  dear. 

Leo . My  dear,— — 

Fio.  Excellent  Cracky  for  this  great  peice  o’  fervice.  Tie  ha1  thee  knighted 
under  a petticote.  Well  we  muff  fend  for  my  Lord,  to  laugh  at  him. 

Tefi.  Oh  ! dear ! I tremble  ! 

Fio.  Who’s  there?  tell  my  Lord,  I defire  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Leo.  Pray  let  him  bring  Sir  Courtly  Nice , and  his  Bade  with  him  $ be  fure 

you  fay  nothing  o’  me. (Exit  fooun. ) 

Fio . Are  you  a Bride  yet 
Leo.  Not  yet- 

Fio.  Get  in,  and  let  my  Chaplain  make  you  one. 

Leo.  Come  Mr.  Ttfiimony.  Mr.  Crack,  bring  him. 

C r,  \ How  now  you  Rogue  ? what’s  your  buiinefs? 

Tefi.  Oh  ! my  reproach  will  be  great.  ( Ex.  Fa.  Leo,  Cr.  Tell.) 

Fio.  Mr.  Surly . 

Enter  Surly. 

Sur.  Well,  what  now  ? 

Fio.  Now,  you  fhall  be  my  Husband. 

Sur . Your  Jack,  to  turn  and  roaft  you  for  another,  whilft  I ha’  no  fliare  in  you. 
Fio . According  to  the  fhare  I have  in  you:  You  men  wou’d  feign  engrofs  all 
manner  o’  Sins,  by  the  pretended  Prerogative  o’  your  Sex  \ well  if  iniqui- 
ty be  your  Eftate,  when  you  ha’ married  me,  l’le  put  in  for  my  thirds. 

Sur . I doubt  it  not  , within  this  week,  I (hall  fee  in  a Fops  hand,  a Billet 
doux , that  is  a Ticket  to  let  him  into  your  Play  houfe. 

Fio.  Prethee  leave  of  this  doged  humour. 

Sur.  1 ha’  none  j fawning  is  a Dogs  humour. 

Fio.  Nay  but  Sullennefs  *,  it  taxes  thy  Eftate,  that  thou  art  never  the  better 
for  it  \ ’tis  a french  Eftate. 

Sur.  Ay,  but  to  lick>  fool’s  fhoe,  is  a Spaniels  Eftate. 

Fio.  Prethee. dr efs. like  a Gentleman. 

Sur.  So  I do  *,  but  I wou’d  not  dreis  like  a Gentleboy,  lag 
mongft  thefe  Children^. to  play  with  their  Toys*,  be  always 
love  letter^  wuh  a Tupeilcription,  thefe  to  the  next  jpretty  girle, 

Fio.  There’s  no  altering  thee- — go  in  a while. 


at  my  yeaisa- 
folded  up  like  a 


Ex.  Surly.  Enter  Lord  Belguard,  Sir  Courtly,  Aunt  visarded. 

Vio.  My  Lord,  your  humble  fervant.  I invited  you  hither,  to  reconcile  you 
to  your  Sifter,  file’s  weary  of  your  Government  *,  and  has  difposM  of  her  felf. 

Bell.  Ay,  Madam,  but  according  to  my  own  defires,  that  now  I fuppofe  you 
will  acknowledge  the  good  effe&s  of  my  Government  Sifter  falute  your  friend* 

V io.  Do  you  take  that  for  your  Sifter  .?  then  l’le  fliew  you  the  good  effects  of 
your  Government,  Open  the  Door. 

The  Scene  is  dr  awn , and  Farewel,  Leonora,  a Tar  [on , 

Crack,  Teftimony,  affear. 

Bell.  My  Sifter  there  ? call  my  fervants. 

Cr.  Nay  then  call  mine,  the  great  Moguls  and  the  King  o’  Bantam^  1 le  pep« 
per  you.  . 

Bell  Then  you  were  the  Pimp  were  you — Sirrah- — I may  chance  begin 
with  you. 

Vio.  How  ? i’  my  houfe  and  prefence  f touch  him  if  you  dare. 

Bell.  I’m  made  an  Afs  on. 

Cr.  Not  far  from  that  Circumftance. 

Bell.  You  Rafcal — 

Vio.  Again?  / 

Sir.  Co.  But  what  the  Devil  am  I made?  what  have  I got  ? 

Leo.  Even  my  ftale  Aunt. 

A a.  Sawcy  huzzy. 

Sir  Co.  The  Aunt  ? what  have  you  put  upon  me,  Madam  l 

Au.  What  have  I put  upon  you,  Sir,  more  than  your  felf  deiir’d  ? Did  not 
you  declare  you  have  long  had  a palfion  for  me  ? 

Sir  Co.  A Palfion  for  you  ? Comical ! that’s  probable  ! Rot  me  if  ever  I had 
a Palfion  for  you  in  my  Life.  I meant  all  to  your  Neice;  a Palfion  for  an  old 
Woman  ? 

Au.  Ill-bred  Fop. 

Sir  Co.  Very  fine — 

Vio.  Now,  my  Lord,  what  fay  you  of  your  fine  Cotqueen  art  of  Conlerving 
Woman  ? will  lhe  keep  if  not  candied  with  Virtue  i here  is  a piece  o’  dryed 
Sweet- meat,  you  fee  cou’d  not  keep  ; and  proves  by  her  example,  that  the  Huffs 
of  either  Sex,  when  they  are  boldly  attaquedin  private,  fooneft  deliver  their 
Weapons. 

Ah.  This  is  all  ill  manners. 

Vio.  Ay,  but  here’s  an  old  Cat  will  fuffer  no  Vermin  to  come  into  the  Houfe; 
but  then  he  has  a Liquorilh  tooth,  and  loves  to  have  a fweet  bit  for  himfelf ; he 
wou’d  fain  ha’  pick’d  up  your  Sifter  for  a Wench. 

Bed.  How  f 

Tefi.  ’Tis  true  indeed  my  Lord  *,  I will  not  tell  a lye  for  the  whole  World. 

Bell.  Oh!  Villain — well  Sirrah — fie  leave  you  to  my  Coulin  Hot-heads 
eorre&ion. 

Vio.  But  your  faults  my  Lord  l’le  take  into  my  cor  region,  and  give  my  felf 
to  Mr.  Surly.- — Mr.  Surly. 

Enter  Surly. 

$nr.  Well. — • 

H Bel 


Bell.  To  Surly  ? 

Sur.  Ay,  now  Nice  thy  quarrel  and  mine  is  at  an  end,  l’Je  let  thee  bean 


Afs 


forty  years  longer. 

Sir  Cu.  You  are  a rude  fellow,  and  you  are  ill-bred— and  I’le  revenue  mv 
felfon  you  all,  as  far  as  my  Sword  and  my  Witcan  go — 6 

Leo.  Wit — ha! ha — ( all l.mgh ) 

Sir  Co.  Very  fine  manners  this my  Coach— Madam,  you  may  follow 

your  own  occafions — I have  none  with  an  Old  Woman,  (to  the  Aunt 
An . You  are  a Coxcomb.  ‘ 

Sir  Co.  Your  Servant — my  Coach — 

Lto.  Muft  Ilofeyou  Sir  Courtly  — -flop  Theif — flop  Theif 

Sir-  Co.  Oh  / your  S ervant — my  Coach  you  Dogs — . ( £xtt  s 

Via.  Come  my  Lord,  I fee  Patience  in  your  Face,  all  maybe  well  yet. 

Sur.  How!  Jilting  already  ? 

Vio.  Promife  1 (hall  enjoy  all  and  lingular  the  Priviledges,  Liberties  and 
Immunities  of  an  Englijh  Wife. 

Bell.  All. 

Vio.  That  is  to  fay,  Ramble, 

Kifs— * — and — 

Bell  Hold — hold — whether  the  Devil  is  Ihe 
—flop  for  Heavens  fake. 


Rant,  Game,  Drefs,  Vifit,  Prate,  Ogle, 


running 


Kifs,  kifs — and 


Vio.  Kifs,  and  before  your  Face ; is  it  not  the  prerogative  of  an  Engtijh  Wife  ? 
Surly , I owe  thee  a reward  for  Service,  kifs  me. 

Bell . That’s  not  to  be  borne.  ; 9 

Vio . Surly,  I am  thy  Wife. 

Bell.  Hold — hold— for  Heavens  fake do  not  life  me  thus  ? 

Vio . Then  do  not  Rebel,  but  pra&ife  obediently,  the  poftures  of  an  Englijh 
Husband, before  you  are  Lifted-,  Poife  your  Hat, draw  your  left  Leg  back  ward, bow 
with  your  Body,  and  look  like  an  Afs,  whiieft  I kifs  like  a Wife — Surly  kifs  me. 

Bell.  If  he  does ( lays  his  Hand  on  his  Sword.  ) 

Sur.  With  all  my  Heart.  If  I kifs  thee,  let  the  Devil  Marry  thee. 

(he  offers  to  kif  her , and  fie  gives  him  a box  o7tV  Ear .) 

Fio.  And  the  Devil  kifs  thee,  cotf’dft  thou  think  any  Woman  wou’d  fufFer 
thy  face  to  come  near  her,  but  feme  Dairy  Maid,  to  curdle  her  Milk  ? 

All.  Ha!  ha/  ha/  ( all  laugh.  ) 

Shy.  Hoh/  hob/  What  a fociety  o1  Gotam’s  are  here,  to  laugh  at  a Man  for 
miffing  a woman  ? had  I married  her,  as  my  Lord  Wife-acre  intends  to  do,  I had  de- 
fervM  to  ha’ been  laught  at, for  a Coxcomb, and  a Cuckold, as  he  will  bein  few  days, 

Vio.  HoW  ? 

Sur.  Ay,  you  are  all  Whores,  Pox  on  you,  al?  Whores.  (Ex.) 

Enter  Hothead  and  all  the  Servants. 

Hot.  Did  you  fend  for  us.? 

Bell.  Yes,  do  you  fee  where  my  Sifter  is  ? 

Hot.  By  what  witchcraft  was  this  ? 

Vio.  Do  not  you  remember  a Vizard  you  turn’d  out  o’  Doors  { 

Hot.  Was  it  you  ? 

I40.  EventhQ  fame. 


Hot.  Then  you  deferve  to  be  turn’d  out  o'  Doors  again." 

Bell.  But  what  do  you  deferve  Sir  ? that  not  only  turn’d  my  Sifter  out  o’ 
Doors — but  let  Mr.  Tefiimony — pick  her  up  for  a Wench. 

Hot.  Oh  ! Dog oh  ! Rogue — 

Tef.  I am  no  Rogue — a Man  may  fall,  and  be  Godly  in  the  main — - I am 
fatisfied  in  my  Spirit,  1 am  a Godly  Man — 

Hot.  Here’s  a Rogue — Sirrah — Sirrah — ( beats  an  d hichs  Tef.  ) 

Tef.  Perfecution— Perfecution — Papift — do — kick  the  Godly,  kick  the  Pro- 

teftants  out  o'5  th’  Kingdom do  Papift—  I fee  what  you  wou’d  be  at—  ( Ex.) 

Bell.  So  Coufin  now  I have  done  with  fpyes — you  may  follow  your  own  bu- 
finefs,  if  you  have  any— 

Hot.  Bufinefs?  yes  Y have  bufinefs,  and  will  have  bufinefs  as  long* as  there  is 
a Favatick  in  the  Kingdom,  and  fo  farewell — ( Ex.  ) 

Bell.  I am  now  convinced.  Virtue  is  a Womans  only  guard.  If  fhe  be  bafe 
Metal,  to  think  by  Chimiftry,  to  turn  her  into  Gold , 

Is  a vain  dream  of  what  wc  never  fee , 

And  Pie  proclaim  to  all It  cannot  be.  ( Exeunt  Omnes.  ) 

FINIS . 


A SON 
Mam 


Woman. 


Man. 


Woman. 

Man. 

Woman. 

Both. 

Chorus 

together. 


G to  be  Sung  in  Dialogue  between  a Man  and  a Woman  in  the 
Third  Aft,  to  Sir  Courtly  Nice , at  his  firft  appearance. 

OH  ! be  hind , my  Dear , be  hind , 

Whilft  our  Loves  and  we  are  Toung . 

We  (hall  find , we  (hall  find 
Time  will  change  the  Face  or  Mind  0 
Both  will  not  continue  long . 

Oh  ! be  hind , my  Deary  be  hind.. 
iVo,  I Love , and  fear  to  l&ofe  you , 

Therefore  \ is  I mu  ft  refufe  you7 

When  Pve  yielded  you  my  Crown 
ToP l no  more  Obedience  own. 
iVb,  I Love , and  fear  to  loofe  yon 
Therefore  *tis  I muft  refufe  you. 

The  Fair  by  hindnefi  Reign , 

By  cruelty  Deftroy. 

If  you  can  Char  me  with  the  Pain 

Of  Love , then  what  can  you  do  with  the  Joy  ? 

The  Fair  by  hindneft  Reign , - * 

By  cruelty  Deftroy. 

I fear  to  yield  but  cannot  deny  . 

If  you  do  not  1 (hall  die . 

So  (hall  I. 

So  (hall  I. 

? Then  come  to  Joy  — come  to  Joyt 
£ Better  Love  than  we  (hoPd  die. 

Come  to  Joy}  come  to  Joy ; 


A Song. 


A Dialogue  Sung  between  an  Indian  Man  and  Woman,  in  the  Fourth  Aft,  ■ 
to  Farewell  Tiolante , Crack,  Being  an  i nutation  of  a Song,  Sung  by  forae 
. Natives  of  India,  before  the  late  King. 


Man. 


Woman. 


Man: 


JyVoman, 


Both 


THou  lovely  Indian  Sea  of  Charms , 

I'd  envy  no  Jaw-waw  alive 
Might  I be  Jo,  blefi  to  dive 
In  thy  [of  t yielding  Arms 
With  Jimminy,  Gomminy,  whee-whee,  whee. 
With  a Gomminy,  Jimminy-whee. 

I woitd  if  you'd  be  true. 

But  when  you  \e  done 
TotPl  be  gone, 

And  threw  me  of  with  a Shoo- fhooh,  fhooh. 

And  a hufh  pooh. 

And  a fufh  whooh, 

^ And  a migotty,  magotty,  migotty,  magotty, 
Migotty,  magotty,  fhooh. 

No,  no y my  other  Females  all 
Fellow,  Fair  or  Black , 

To  thy  Charms  Jhall  froftrate  fall. 

As  every  kind  of  Elephant  does 
To  the  White  Elephant  Buitenacke. 

And  thou  alone  JhaH  have  from  me 

Jimminy,  Gomminy,  whee,  whee,  whee. 
The  Gomminy  Jimminy,  whee. 

The  gnat  Jaw-waw  that  Rules  our  Land, 

And  f early  Indian  Sea 
Has  not  fo  abfolute  Command, 

As  thou  hafi  over  me. 

With  a Jimminy  Gomminy,  Gomminy 
Jimminy,  Jimminy  Gomminy,  whee. 

Thou  alone  fhalt  have  from  me 
Jimminy  Gomminy,  Gomminy, 

Jimminy,  Jimminy  Gomminy, 

Whee,  whcc,  whee,  whee,  whee,  whee* 


— - 


